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The Author Prof. K.N. Vaswani (born in 
Hyderabad Sind on 19th May, 1911) was Editor, 
| Collected Works of Mahatama Gandhi, Govt. of 
“India, (1957-71); has been Vice-President, 
-d Vivekananda Rock Memorial and Vivekananda 

| Kendra (1971 to-date); its President (1976-78); 
/ Editor, its English monthly "Yuva Bharati" (1973- 
| 75); was Vice-Chairman of Lala Lajpatrai's 
' Servants of People Society, Delhi and Editor, their 
"Lajpat Bhavan Journal" (1968-71). 


Prof. National College & Govt. College, Sind (1934-47); Research Officer, 
Govt. of India (1948-55); Editor, English monthly "Bharat Sevak" (1955- 
57); Vaswani had a brilliant academic career, including First Rank in the 
Bombay University, in History, in M.A. and was due for his I.C.S. when 
thanks to his activities as student youth leader, he was telegraphically 
debarred from it by the Govt. of Bombay. 


Son of a leading lawyer, despite his Law degree from Bombay University, 
Vaswani preferred to become a Professor at the D.G. National College, 
Sind, to continue his work among students. Coming from a family of public 
spirited journalists, his innate and inherited love of service and talents as a 
gifted writer, speaker and organiser, blossomed under the inspiration of the 
sage and educationist Sadhu T.L. Vaswani, with whom he came early in 
contact. 


Founder of Tagore Art Circle, Vaswani was Sind Representative, All India 
Academy of Arts and Letters, President, Friends of India League and 
Secretary, New India Planning Group in Sind (1944).‘He was Secretary, 7th 
All-India Agricultural Economic Conference, Karachi (1946), Observer, 
International Seminar on Gandhi, and Pacifists Conference, Wardha (1949) 
and Indian Participant, International Statistical Conference (1951). 


An educationist, a prolific writer, author of over 30 publications in English, 
Vaswani has also published poems, plays, stories, essays and sketches in 
Sindhi, presented in his books: "Kalakarji Dunya" (1947) and "Pushpanjali" 
(1968) : He was a member of Executive Committee of the First Asian 
Writers Conference; was Founder-President (1956-57) of Sindhu Samaj, 
Dethi, which took a leading part in the movement for the recognition of 
Sindhi as the 15th language in the Indian Constitution. He has been 
member of P.E.N., All India Newspaper Editors Conference, Indian Council 
of World Affairs, Indian Conference of Social Work, Sarvodaya Samaj, 
Gandhi Smarak, Nidhi Sub-Committee on Planning (1959) and was 
privileged to be the first Principal of St. Mira C ollege for Girls, Poona, 
started by Sadhu Vaswani in 1962. He instituted Sadhu Vaswani Prizes in 
1959 for encouragement of Sindhi writers. 

Prof. Vaswani is a Member of the Sindhi Academy, Delhi, who have 
released in 1997, as on Freedom Fighter, Shri Anand Hingorani, Ashramite 
a Gandhiji, a Documentary Film on Vaswani, his contribution to Sindhi 
fe, Literature and Culture. Prof. Vaswani is Director, Gandhi Society. 
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Shri L.K. Advani releasing Shah-Jo-Risalo New Edition published by 
Sindhi Academy, Delhi (1997) 


\ 


Sindhi Academy Delhi celebrates Golden Jubilee Year (9.8.1997). 
Vice Chairman, K.R. Malkani presents memento with Mohen Jo 
Daro Seal, to freedom fighter Shri Anand Hingorani. (Gandhi Cap) 


Eknathj with Shri Shankaracharya of Kanchi Kamakoti in the Yoga 
Hall, Vivekanandapuram, Kanyakumari. (December 1981) 
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Right to Left : Sadhu Vaswani, the Master, J.P. Vaswani, the 
Disciple, the Author, then Principal, St. Mira College for Girls, 
Pune, at its inauguration in 1962. 


Acharya 
Kripalani and 
Swami 
Chinmayananda 
at:Vivekananda 
Jayanti, Kendra 
Function, at 
Bharatiya Vidya 
Bhawan, Delhi 
(1975). 


The author seeking Sadhu Vaswani's blessings, as Principal, St. Mira 
College for Girls, Pune, started by Sadhu Vaswani in 1962. 
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Sindhi Academy Delhi celebrates Raksha Bandhan. Left to Right : 
Admiral Tahiliani, Jotwani, Vaswani and Ganesh Hemdev. 
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Presentation of memento to Prof. 


Goswami of International fame 
(Yoga) by Vaswani, Vice President, Vivekananda Yoga Foundation 


at International Yoga Conference (1996). 


Vaijayantimala presents Dr. Sadarangani Memorial T 
Gold Medal to the Author. 


Freedom 
Fighters Youth 
including 
Nirmal 
Jiwatani, Hiro 
Jagtiani, Nand 
Gidwani of 
Hyderabad 
(Sind) who 

defied Martial 
à į lawin 1942 
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AN APPEAL TO SINDHI PEOPLE 


"The linguistic division of States in India has left the 
Sindhis as an uprooted race. How can such a community 
retain its unique identity? How best can it guard the 
treasure of its beautiful culture? How can it nourish and 
propagate its sweet, lyrical language and its rich, 
mystical literature? 


The Sindhis are scattered all over India and the world, 
today - a stateless, homeless people. If there is one thing 
that will help us to retain our identity, it is our language. 
Let every Sindhi learn as many languages as he wil!, but 
let him not neglect the Sindhi language. In the words of 
Sadhu Vaswani : "The Sindhi language has been the 
inspiration of Sindhi life. To be cut off from your 
language and literature, O Sindhi People, will be to be 
uprooted from life itself." 


- J.P. Vaswani 


Please Seek and find yourself Inside. 
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This Book 


The Author has envisaged this book, not as a scholarly book for the elite, 
writers and authors, but as a Prize Book for Children, the younger 
generation, to acquaint them with their Cultural Heritage, as a Gift Book 
for the celebrities, lovers of Sindhi, invited to preside at cultural functions, 
and as a popular People's Book, which will make them feel proud of their 
ancient Sindhi Cultural Heritage, and their achievements against great odds 
in the Present and therefore their bright hope and firm faith in their 
urvival in the Future. 


t is therefore appropriate that the Sindhu Samaj, Delhi, who played a 
seful Pioneering Role in the Movement for the Recognition of Sindhi as 
he Fifteenth Language in the Constitution of India are the Publishers of 
his Book, its Distributors and will receive and use the proceeds for their 
© many service activities. 


Sindhu Samaj, Delhi 
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is at the feet of those 


iP. 
a. 
who, heirs to the Holy Heritage of Moen-Jo-Daro 
Uprooted and Exiled Me, 
Yet Love SINDHIYAT a. 

and enshrine in their hearts and lives 
w 


THE SPIRIT OF SINDHI CULTURE 


which sees the ONE in the many and the many in the.ON 


*UNITY IN DIVERSITY* ae. 
which makes the Sindhi, a Citizen of the World a. 
Greeting Divinity in Humanity. everywhere 


as did our Sage Sadhu Vaswani 


and is doing his devoted Disciple Dada J.P. Vaswani 5 3 
traversing many lands as an Ambassador of Indian Culture ; 


Like Swami Vivekananda 
broadcasting the Message of Love and Service 
PREM AND SEVA 


THE core of the Teachings of India's Ancient Rishis. 
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PREFACE 

Presented here, at the fag end of my life. when I await the call from 
Heaven. as a humble offering is this small selection of my writings: 
sketches of some great Sindhis with whom. Providence brought me in 
close contact, saintly souls some, others who achieved great distinction in 
lite and literature. samples of Sindhi Literature: Poems and Songs, Stories. 
Essays, Sketches or Portraits, even a Drama on Dowry: Reminiscences ‘of a 
Sindhi's Life. which Providence has enriched with invaluable contacts and 
valuable. meaningful experiences, characteristic of a Sindhi's Life-the 
lravails and Pains of Partition which Sindhis had to face, the ordeals 
which they had to come through as Sharnarthis, before they became 
Pursharthis and settled themselves and later turned themselves to 
Parmarthis setting up their Schools and Colleges, Temples and 
Dharmashalas. Hospitals and Industrial Homes and Housing Societies, not 
only for themselves but for all others, all over India, for having sacrificed 
the whole of Sind, homeless, they have made the whole of India, their 
Home, Bharat Bhumi, their Mari Bhumi, without forgetting that they are 
heirs of the ancient most Civilization and Culture of Moen-Jo-Daro, 
Children of Sind, which gave its name to Hind, Children of the Sindhu, as 
one of their Poets - Narayan Shyam, has sung 

"Amrit, Amrit, Ganga, Yamuna. 

Yet, Mother's Milk, is Sacred Sindhu's" 

Actually, with their God-given gift of adaptability, their Sufistic Tradition 
and culture of seeing "the ONE in the many, and the many in the ONE", 
UNITY IN DIVERSITY : truth to tell, the Sindhis are Citizens of the 
World. Rooted in Sind and Hind, they are excellent Ambassadors of our 
Culture to all countries of the World, where they carry as Traders, our Arts 
and Crafts, our ideas and Ideals of the One, in the many, the many in the 
One, the Message of Fraternity, ‘the World is One Family’, 'Visva 
Kutambakam', 'Vasudhaiva Kutumbakam' 
One of the aims of this Publication is to be a humble attempt at reminding 
the Sindhi People of their great invaluable Heritage of Indus Valley 
Civilization and Moen-Jo-Daro Culture, in the midst of their ordeals, when 
sometimes, they feel depressed, as dark clouds gather in the sky of their 
existence, threatening their Future, and to recall specially to the Younger 
generation of Sindhis, our glorious Past, our courageous role in the Present, 
and our Faith and Hope, for a fine Future. 
As the poet has sung : 

"We have brought the boat safe through the Storm 

It is up to you, Dear Children, now to take care of it 

To Preserve and cherish your precious Heritage 

To safeguard our endangered Sindhi Identity? 


Sing with your well known poet Narayan Shyam. his message of Faith and 

Hope, breathed out beautifully thus : 

"Find fulfilment in Hope, O Dear One! Find fulfilment in Hope... 

Have Faith in yourself, O Dear One! Find fulfilment in Hope... 

Never give up Hope, O Dear One! Find fulfilment in Hope... 

Never Feel Depressed, O Dear One! Find fulfilment in Hope..." 
K.N. Vaswani 


A 704, Kaveri Apartments Sadhu Vaswani Jayanti 
Alaknanda, New Delhi-110019 25th November 1997 
Phone : 6437502, 6234338 


Birth-Pangs of a Book 


Bringing to birth a sweet child is a very painful process for the 
mother. The same is true of the Author, who mothers a book, brings 
it into being, not only with his flesh and blood like a mother, but 
with his heart beats, dreams and desires, aspirations and ideals, hopes 
and fears. 


The Author experiences the same agony and the ecstasy as does the 
mother, nay more, and therefore, it has been said : "A good or great 
book is the life-blood of a writer." Whether this book is good or 
great, it is not for the Author to say, but for the reader to feel. It 
certainly is on a good and great subject : Cultural Heritage of the 
Sindhi People, and written for a good and great cause - the 
preservation of this invaluable Cultural Heritage. 


To every mother, her child is sweet, and to every Painter his Painting, 
to every Poet his Poem, to every Author his Book and may be perhaps 
more specially so, if it seems to be his last offering, as he is nearing 
the end of his earthly journey. And yet the heart of a discriminating, 
introspective Author may whisper or sing : 


"Look at the end of Work, Contrast! 


The petty done and the undone vast." 


A WORD FROM THE PUBLISHER 


The Sindhu Samaj, Delhi is glad to publish in the Golden Jubilee Year of 
Indian Independence, the book "We, the Sindhi People" by Prof. K.N. 
Vaswani, who was the first President of Sindhu Samaj (1956) and actively 
participated through the Sindhu Samaj, in the movement for the 
Recognition of Sindhi. 


"We, the Sindhi People" by Prof. K.N. Vaswani, author of "We, the People 
of India" (1956), is a compendium of his selected writings on great Sindhis 
whom he knew personally and individually, and his literary writings -- 
Drama, Short stories, Sketches, Songs, Poems, Essays, including "Mohen Jo 
Daro” and Book Reviews including "Shah-Jo-Risalo". It thus provides 
glimpses of Sindhi Life, Literature and Culture. It will therefore be a 
welcome addition to Reference Books on Sindhi Life and Literature, 
interesting for both, the young and the old, awakening their interest in their 
precious Cultural Heritage and fostering a feeling of Pride in their Past and 
Faith and Hope in the Future. 


A Welcome feature of the book is that each page is adorned with a Good 
Thought, which m kes it a Garland of Good Thoughts and a good Gift 
Book, a "Prize Booi", and a pleasant book as a companion. 


The Sindhu Samaj, Delhi, is therefore happy to present it to the Sindhi 
People, in Hind, Sind, everywhere. All Proceeds from this publication are 
to be used for the service of the Sindhi People. 


Please write for copies to the following address: 


Sindhu Samaj, Delhi 

Sindhu Bhawan 

Block 14-A, Rajendra Nagar 
Gangaram Hospital Marg 
New Delhi-110060 

(Phone 5732491) 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Listen to the still small voice from within 


Pickings from the Inside Pages l l 
"Let us remember today and every day, that the true message of Sindhi 
Culture is no other, but 'Love and Serve'. And if our little lives are 
filled with the music of this message, ours will truly become a great 
Sindhu Samaj." 
"As you sing, may come alive, the hymns of Shah Latif. 
As you speak, may come alive, the eternal call of Sasuce. 
Your gestures, may remind of the grace of Moomal. 
Your humility of Noori, your loyalty of Maruce." 
"To awaken, to arouse, is my moving message 
A Street Singer Am I" 
"Sing on, in Sindhi, O Sindhi 
Sing of the message of Sufi, Vedantic Wisdom 
Of Shah, Sachal and Sami, O Sindhi 
For Sami's Slokas are a beautiful boat by which to cross from finite 
to infinite" 
Every girl, every maiden - a fine fragrant bud ! 
The more she blossoms, the brighter she beams ! 
The further she flowers, the further she scatters the fragrance of her charm! 
But as a Flower has its thorns, as the shining moon has its dark spot, 
Even so, in the luminous, laughing life of every girl 
Is there alas, a dark, depressing, cruel cloud! 
-- the cursed custom of Dowry 
"What justice is this, that some sleep in palaces and Bangalows, in 
cushioned comfort, and others have no patch of hard ground, to lay 
their head upon. Some roll in riches and rich clothes, others go hungry 
and naked, with not a rag to protect them against cold’. 
"The World is too much with us. Society is a tyrant, a monster. Its 
ways are evil and antidiluvian. Why should we respect them? Why 
should we follow them? What has it given to us? What has it done 
for us? Why should it enslave us?" They say. What do they say? 
Let them say." Why cannot we be ourselves and go our own way?" 
"Little children are indeed, the light that lights up every home; their 
innocence, sweetness and gentleness, inspire all hearts, to treat them 
with tenderness and overflowing love". 
"The Sindhis after Partition, symbolise the acme of achievement that 
Refugees of this type can reach." 
"What could be the reason for the dramatic success of Sindhis and 
Punjabis after the shattering shock of Partition? This is the mind of 
the people. Milton described it as ‘the unconquerable Will, never 
to submit or yield?" 
"I sat at Rajghat as a non-partisan non political Satyagrahi, protesting 
against political corruption which like that cursed disease cancer. is 
eating into the vitals of our Indian body politics, viciously and vigorously, 
destroying it and all our values, which the nation cherished and 
Gandhiji vivified and made more vibrant, alive and fully pulsating, which 
now were being polluted and paralysed beyond revitalisation. Defection 


was the head or the poisonous tongue of this reptile or snake of political 
corruption”. 


Culture is the Soul of a People. l 


WE, THE SINDHI PEOPLE! 


We, the Sindhi people, 


scattered throughout the length and breadth of India, exiled for no fault 
of our own, from our homeland Sind; 


We, the Sindhi people, 


sons and daughters of the Sindhu, of the sacred soil, which was the 
cradle of the earliest culture in the world, the ancient Civilisation of Mohen 
Jo-Daro, 


We, the Sindhi people, 


ca’) 


heirs to the finest culture, Vedantic, Sufistic, eclectic with its characteristic 
quality of being synthetic, and tolerant of diversity, because capable of 
absorbing diversities, to create a richer unity and a finer harmony, through 
absorption and integration; 


= 
o 


. the Sindhi people, 


who have stood the ravages of ages, the many invasions and storms, 
been beaten, but remained unbowed. been conquered, but remained 


unconquerable in spirit: 


We. the Sindhi people, 


whose hearts, thoughts, whose very lives have been tuned to the songs, 
of the great Sindhi poets — Sufistic Shah and Vedantic Sami: 


We. the Sindhi people. 


who have produced, a sage like Sadhu T.L. Vaswani whose life continues 
to be a poem, of dedication to Humanity. like the lives of Indian Rishis, a 
martyr like Bhagat Kanwar, who lived and died singing of the unity of 
Man. a martyr like Hemu Kalani, who. like Bhagatsing, welcomed the 
hangman's noose with a smile on his face. to make a Sindhi contribution 
to the Quit-India campaign. in response to the call of Bapu — The Father 


of the Indian Nation: 


We, the Sindhi people. 


whose sweet language Sindhi, is spoken and heard, not only in ever) 
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nook and corner of our Matra Bhoomi Bharat, but in many distant parts 
of the world, where our enterprising Sindhi merchants, keep the flag of 
Bharat's handicrafts, art and culture flying; 


We, the Sindhi people, 


whose hearts leap up in joy, as we hear in our National Anthem, ‘Punjab, 
Sindh, Gujarat, Maratha’, for we feel assured that 


We, the Sindhi people, 


singled out by Providence, to make the supreme sacrifice of the whole of 
our homeland, are not forgotten orphans in a Free India, for which the 
sacrifice was made; 


We, the Sindhi people, 


true to our heritage of Sindhi culture, tolerant and patient and peace- 
loving, enterprising and fearless, though cheerless since our uprooting: 


We, the Sindhi people, 


with one voice, a determined voice, do declare that we are, shall remain, 

and be recognised as a distinct element in the rich composite culture of 
India; that our sweet language Sindhi is, shall remain; and be recognised 
as a sister in the family of languages, mentioned in the Indian 
Constitution. 


We, the Sindhi people, 


with the wealth of our ancient culture, the culture of Mohen-Jo-Daro, the 
Vedantic culture, the Sufistic culture, with our sweet language Sindhi, 
the daughter of Sanskrit, enriched by Arabic and Persian,, yet even now 
nearest to Sanskrit, with the treasure of our Sindhi literature, which is rich 
in the message of Unity in the midst of Diversity; 


We, the Sindhi people, 


are a part of the Indian nation, are a petal in the flower that is the 
culture of India, are a tune in the harmony that is the music of India.* 


* Originally written in English in 1956 as a plea for the Recognition of Sindhi, as 
the fifteenth language in the Indian Constitution while | was President, Sindhu Samaj, 
Delhi, and we were active in the : movement for Recognition of Sindhi. 'We, the Sindhi 
People’ was first published in 1959 in the Quarterly ‘Sindhu Samaj’, Special Sammelan 
Number. This has since been translated in other languages including Hindi. Sindhi, Gujarati 
etc. and reprinted in several journals and widely circule’ don Cheti Chand, the Sindhiyat 
Day, in Ahmedabad and many other places 


Love and Serve! 3 
AT THE FEET OF SADHU VASWANI 


When a long-standing wish is fulfilled, the words spring to 
our lips : "Life is wonderful and beautiful and God is great and 
merciful." Our true test is that when a wish is unfulfilled, we may 
still have the words spring to our lips : "Life is meaningful and 
beautiful and God is kind and loving, even when He denies our 
wish." For not only in fulfilment but even in unfulfilment and denial, 
is His mercy. And only when we experience this, does this our 
journey through life, become a pilgrimage, meaningful and holy 
and joyous, suffused with love that knows no barriers and flowing 
in service that wants no returns, being performed in the spirit of 
dedicated love and undiluted joy. 

It must have been my long-standing wish to enjoy the privilege 
of sitting at Beloved Dadaji's feet — I must have been cherishing 
this for many many years, right from 1948, for-14 long years, unduly 
long like the 14 years of Sri Rama in exile; and yet I had two or 
three times during this period, the privilege and the joy of a pilgrimage 
to Poona, just for a day, for whenever I toured the South, I would 
visit Poona, even for a day, as a religious duty, visit the Agha 
Khan Palace, associated with Bapu, for the Samadhis of Mahadev 
Bhai and Kasturba, and the St. Mira Centre for the joy of sitting 
at Dear Dadaji's feet, touching them, seeking his blessings and 
then going away again in the maze of the world, with its puzzles, 
its problems, its confusion and conflicts, its unquenched thirsts, 
its unsatisfied so many hungers. 


And yet, I think, whenver I walked into his presence and 
sat at his feet, — and specially as I distinctly remember during 
my visit, on 29th December 1958, when I sat long in the lawn, down 
in the dust, at his feet and he kindly and affectionately, lovingly 
and patiently wrote for me in his own beautiful hand, brief, inspiring 
messages on the first leaves of his books, "The Faceof Buddha", 
"St. Mira", "Gita : Meditations" — something used to happen; 
and I think,. did certainly happen on that memorable day, 29th December 
1958, to make the heart feel uplifted, to make the mind feel detached, 
to let the spirit see that above the din and bustle of this world, 
there was another world of peace, of joy, of love, where the struggle 
availeth not, where one breathed a peace, a quiet, a sense of stillness, 
which was joy, which was love, love of all, for there was the consciousness 
of the One in All and the All in One. 


This has flashed across my mind, dawned on me, now specially 
after an extraordinary experience of a sense of stillness, of absolute 
calm, of wonderful detachment, when everything seemed to have 
fallen off and away from the mind, from life, when everything appeared 
to have melted away and yet there was no sense of emptiness or 
vacuum, — | do not know how it can be expressed in words, perhaps 
it can only be experienced — as I experienced it on the evening 
of 24th July about seven o'clock, as I sat in the top most room 
in the Mira Building, the Meditatio Room, as it Is called, Dadi 
Hari's quiet corner, where she retires away from the noises of the 
crowds below, whether of the tiny tots in St. Mira's Primary School 
or St. Mira's English-medium School or the boys and the girls of 
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St. Mira's High School, and now St. Mira's College for Girls, the 
opening of which provided the occasion, and for me the opportunity 
of going to Poona, to sit at Beloved Dadaji's feet, for I was to 
serve as its first Principal, though it seems, only for a short period, 
not even a full term. 


It was a wonderful experience this of the 24th July, 1962 — 
a consciousness-transforming one, | am beginning to see. And 
the impact, the realisation, was immediate, instantaneous, for as 
I walked downstairs and went and sat in the Satsang, the world 
seemed transformed : what had appeared jarring before in the atmosphere, 
had become tuneful and harmonious; what had seemed disharmonious 
and ungainly to the eyes, now seemed beautiful, lovable, the songs 
which had sometimes battered on the ear drums as screeching noises, 
seemed melodious — the songs had become hymns, as had sung 
the great Sindhi Poet Shah Abdul Latif. The world had become 
One—the Lila of the Lord; the One Light shone in all, in the child, 
the old man, the women, young and old, and the men. How does 
this happen in a moment? I had read, nay recited, deeply pondered 
over that beautiful couplet of the great poet Shah : "What you 
have regarded rhymes, are really hymns; for they reach out the 
heart Heavenward to the One Lord," but the significance, the experience, 
had never come to me, as it now came in a flash, without any effort, 
without any striving on my part. It just happened. 


A dear friend in another Ashram in Poona, sitting at the feet 
of an artist musician*, who sings in the God-intoxicated manner 
of Mira, had said to me when I mei him on that memorable 29th 
December 1958 : "Khushi, when the time comes, it happens to you." 
These were the only words he spoke to me and they had remained 
ringing in my ears, unforgettable and unforgotten as others, which 
| had heard also on that same memorable 29th December 1958, when 
as | had said to dear Brother J.P. Vaswani :" You are lucky, you 
have the privilege to be so near Dear Dadaji and the good fortune 
to be sitting at his feet," he had simply replied : "Why do you think 
you are away? Why don't you think Dadaji is near you?". 

How very simple and how very significant were these words? 
They summed up the entire thought, the whole philosophy of the 
world — all that I had read in hundreds of books, all that I had 
taught to hundreds of students, to whom I had lectured, for whom 
| had written a score of books. And yet why had not this truth 
dawned on me, as it has dawned on me now? Why did it dawn 
on me now? Why did it not dawn on me even then, years batk 
when these words were so simply and laconically said to me? These 
were the only words that were spoken to me, but I did not understand 
them. I was not ready, | was not ripe for experiencing the truth 
of them. Truly has Tagore said : "God may grant us gifts, but 
the merit of receiving and accepting them must be our own. Alas 
for the worthy gifts, which slip through unworthy hands!" 


My time had not come then. Yet it seems I had been on the 
way, for as | went back, as I read the beautiful articles in the Mira 
volumes, as I read the Gita, it seemed to me it came to me with 
a new meaning, a meaning which I had missed, though I had read 
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Love is the gentlest, strongest force in the World 


it a thousand times before—I had read it as a little boy, reading 
the first chapter every morning while putting some fruit in front 
of a picture of Sri Krishna as Prasad and | used to take my breakfast 
only after this, as did my grand mother and my mother, who used 
to sing beautiful Krishna Lila songs, and I used sometimes to get 
late at school, but I had kept up the practice for many years. And 
later as a College student, | had remembered hundreds of lines 
of Edwin Arnold's Gita, for | used to read it daily every morning 
for a number of years, and later again as a Professor, delighted 
in quoting it in the course of my lectures to my students and also 
in the books I wrote from time to time. 


| had been keeping by my side for a year, Vinoba's wonderful 
book : Talks on the Gita,Gita Pravachane in its Sindhi edition, 
but | had hardly read it, the meaning had not come to me. | had 
been to Acharya Vinoba Bhave at Kaladi (Kerala), the birth place 
of Shri Shankaracharya, visited also the temple sacred to Shankaracharya, 
sat at Vinobaji's feet, greeted and met workers, the members of 
the Sarvodaya movement; been into the movement; tried to experience 
it, the joy of it through work and contacts with Dada Dharmadhikari 
and others: again gone to Ajmer to breathe the atmosphere of the 
Sarvodaya Sammelan, and to share the experiences and ideas with 
them and to sit at Acharya Vinoba's feet and be blessed and inspired 
for more work and better vision and greater zest for the work. We 
sat around him and he even discussed with us about the recognition 
of the Sindhi language by the Government of India, supporting 
the cause of its inclusion in the relevant Schedule of the Indian 
Consti ution. And on my way back to Delhi, I again read his Gita 
Pravachane in Sindhi and when I reached Delhi, | made the reading 
a religious duty in the morning and | found the bock absorbing 
as no book. I had ever read before. The meaning of the Gita was 
now coming to me quickly ina flash, as a revelation, a wonderful 
revelation. I was reading the version in English too and the great 
Gita, how simple it now seemed, how the thought and the contents 
came home. how the truths flashed on the mind, dawned on the 
heart, were being enshrined into the spirit and to my surprise and 
delight and ecstasy, how they were being translated into life, into 
daily living! 

| realised only then, first dimly, then with greater certainty, 
that as | had sat down into the dust at Beloved Dadaji's feet on 
that 29th of December 1958. in addition to the beautiful books, 
with his beautiful messages in his own beautiful hand, which | 
had received from him, to be kept in the Sindhu Samaj Library in 
the Hindi Bhavan in the heart of the Rajdhani Delhi at Connaught 
Place.where two years before we had on the occasion of his 77th 
Birthday. unveiled his photograph, I had received, through his love 
and blessing without then being aware of it, the Grace of the Lord, 
which comes unbidden and transforms life from its roots, changes 
the heart. elevates the mind and awakens the Spirit, to the consciousness 
sf its voal.its destination, its real home, and thus makes life into 
1 pilgrimage—a pilgrimage on the road to realisation, the road to 
love. the road to realisation through joy in loving service: for the 
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scales seem then to fall from our eyes, and what we behold is but 
the beauty of the One Beloved. He is Everywhere and there is 
nothing and nobody else. And so there is love for all you meet 
and service of all, for He is all and all are Him. You cannot quarrel 
with any one or hate any one for He alone is. All desire falls away, 
all attachment evaporates. It is all He. 


It is like a dream or a drama—it is the Lila of the One Lord, 
the dance of Creation. We are like children who smile in their sleep 
or laugh and cry in their dreams. We are like adults, who in the 
Cinema or Theatre hall, laugh and weep, love and hate, feel jealous 
or excited, feel noble and heroic or angry and upset—and yet it 
is, we all know, only a film we are seeing, a drama we are witnessing. 
We are touched, moved, swept off our feet, for we allow ourselves 
to be so moved, so influenced, in spite of our knowing that it is 
only a film, simply a drama. 


Even so, in the world, on its vast stage, it is a drama that 
is daily enacted, the drama of birth and death, of marriage, or festivity, 
of rejoicing, of mourning, of joy and love and peace, of pain and 
anguish and tears, and we identify ourselves with the happenings 
and the actions. We imagine that we are the participants and so 
we acutely feel the pain and the anguish, we also experience the 
joy and the sense of elation in success and the gloom of defeat, 
the ecstasy of love, the heart burning of jealousy, the fear of failure 
and the terror of death and the poison of hate. 


But when Grace flows, Detachment comes—as when the sweet 
dream is over or the nightmare is ended or the film show or the 
theatre performance is come to its close—and we awaken to a sense 
of the ethereal from the unreal, we see the dream for a dream, the 
drama for a drama, we become aware of the nature of the dream, 
the nature of the drama, and then we are untouched by their episodes, 
unruffled by their ups and downs, the heart-throb or the heart- 
ache, the glory and the shame, the joy and the pain. 

For these are all part of the Lila of the Lord—this is His Sport 
in the Universe; He creates,shapes and reshapes; He gives and 
He takes away; He makes and He breaks. And when Grace has 
come, and with it Detachment, then there is no regret at His breaking 
or umaking, no rejocing at His making or shaping, no joy at His 
giving, no grief at His taking away. It is all One—the One Lila. 
It is all His doing. It is all His Will. And if He sends the burden, 
He is also the Bearer thereof. 

There is then a peace that passeth understanding, joy that 
is inexpressible, a love that is boundless. It is all an indefinable 
experience, It is to be experienced, as I imagine I have dimlyyet 
ecstatically experienced it, sitting at Beloved Dadaji's feet, sitting 
in that Meditation Room, rich and radiant with vibrations of another 
plane, co-existent with our plane of consciousness, yet a different, 
higher plane, ethereal as this one is unreal. And then, there is no 
fear of Death. If as I write, this breath that I breathe should prove 
to be my last, these words that | write were to be my last, I shall 


have not the slightest regret—for what seems death is only a change 
of clothes for the Spirit. 


Dear Child ! Kindle the Light! 7 
"If the Red Slayer thinks he slays, 


or if the slain thinks he is slain. 
They know not both, the subtle ways, 
I come and pass and come again." 


I had remembered these lines, when I was a student at the 
College about or more than 30 years back, but the meaning did 
not come to me, the significance did not flash on my mind, the 
truth of it did not dawn in my life, until now as I sat at Beloved 
Dadaji's feet. 


And sitting at his feet does not mean, literaly at his feet; 
but sitting at the Lord's feet, for the Light of the Lord is everywhere 
and his feet tread the corners of all the earth, the entire Universe. 
Many, many years ago, on Rabindarnath Tagore's Birthday, I remember 
Beloved Dadaji having read to us, in his sweet musical voice, the 
beautiful poem of Tagore : 


"Have you not heard his silent steps? 
—He comes, comes, ever comes." 


The music and message of this poem, as imprinted on my 
young impressionable mind by Beloved Dadaji, have remained : 
the music has been reverberating in my ears, and I can hear it even 
now; and the message, the meaning of it have sunk into my soul, 
so that, through Beloved Dadaji's Grace, I can hear the tread of 
His feet as much here in Delhi as I heard them there in Poona. 
for He is everywhere,it is our ears that have to learn to hear His 
footsteps,our eyes that have to learn to see Him, not only in the 
God-introxicated Mira or her photograph, or in the sweet rapturous 
face of the sister who sings Mira Bhajans in the Satsang, in the 
manner of one lost in song, but also to learn to see Him in the 
face of the beggar-maid, prematurely wrinkled by pain and proverty 
outside the gate of the Mira Building and to learn to feel His presence 
everywhere, for He is only there, where we feel. He is there. He 
is every-where and at his lotus feet lies spread all the Universe. 


His feet are everywhere. 


This was written in July, 1962, on return from Pune. It was first published 
as ‘An offering’ on the auspicious occasion ol Sadhu Vaswani's 86th 
birthday in the Monthly ‘Mira’, December 1965. before he departed 
to heaven on 16th January, 1966. This was reprinted in 1971 under 
its present title "At the Feet of Sadhu Vaswani” as the very first item 
in the Author's Book "Glimpses of the Great : Mahatma Gandhi and 
Sadhu Vaswani" with a Foreword by Dada J.P Vaswani It is being presented 
again in its place of honour in this the Author's perhaps the last book. 
being published as a gift to the Sindhi People in 1997, the SOth year 
of India's Independence on the significant occasion of the celebration 
of the Golden Jubilee of India's Independence 


*GEMS FROM SADHU VASWANI 
IN PRAISE OF THE LORD 


How can I praise Thee, my Lord ! Grant me strength to testify Thee in 
my life! Were seven seas to serve as ink, were forests with trees and 
their twigs to supply writing pens, were the entire earth to become one 
vast sheet of writing paper, even then, whoever can pen Thy praise, my 
Lord ! Lowliest Nuri, whoever can know the Great Un-knowable, the 
Immeasurable! Who ever can recognise the form of The Formless, the 
quality and character of the Infinite! 


IN THE SERVICE OF THE LORD 


May I become a medicine for those who are weak and sick, my Lord! 
May I become a lamp for those who are in the depths of darkness, my 
Lord! May I become bread and a cup of water for those who in hunger 
and thirst,wander in this world, my Lord! May I become a strain of 
sweet music for those who in their hearts are unhappy and in great 
anguish, my Lord! May Nuri become a call of compassion and love for 
those who are in great suffering and deep pain, my Lord! 


MESSAGE TO A DISCIPLE 


Where there is Hatred, Dear Child! May you ever sow Love! Where 
there is Despair, May you send on a ray of Hope! Where there is the 
darkness of ignorance, May you spread there, the light of knowledge! 
And where there is suffering, May you, even like a star, point the path 
of Joy and Peace! 


* Translated by Prof. K.N. Vaswani from the original in Sindhi by Sadhu Vaswani. 


* BAPU AND DADA: MAHATMA GANDHI AND SADHU VASWANI 


* This was originally written at the inspiring suggestion of Beloved Brother Dada 
Jashan Vaswani, who as Editor, 'East and West’, published it first on (25.11.65) on 
the occasion of Sadhu Vaswani's 86th Birthday in the book 'Born to Serve', (East 
and West Series 99-100), with the following note 


Prof K.N. Vaswani is one of the Editors of "The Collected Works of Mahatma 
Gandhi". For a number of years, he has made a deep and profound study of 
Mahatma Gandhi's thought and writings. As a school student he came in contact 
with Beloved Dadaji and felt the fascination of his life and thought. Prof. K.N. 
Vaswani is a fluent speaker, an impressive writer and an organiser of great ability 
He was the first Principal of St. Mira's College for Girls, which was started by 
Dadaji in 1962. Prof. K.N. Vaswani believes that we live by acceptance of life 
divine. This acceptance is the secret of character. In all his work he strives to 
attain to that inner detachment which as the Gita says, is the secret of the life_of 
faith and freedom. The present article is a product of his rich scholarship and 
keen spirit of Research" - Editor 


Thence forward this has been reprinted in many journals and books 


Courtesy : 'Mira', Pune, (1966); ‘Lajpat Bhavan Journal’, Delhi (1970); ‘Yuva 
Bharati’, Madras: 


Courtesy : Books : 'Great Souled Gandhi' Mira Publications, Poona "Glimpses of 
the Great : Gandhi and Sadhu Vaswani", ‘Gandhi Society, Delhi, "Three Messengers 
of Love : Vivekananda, Gandhi, Sadhu Vaswani". Madras, 1979. 
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MAHATMA GANDHI AND SADHU VASWANI 


Bapu and Dada-two men of God, two great souls whose gospel 
has been ONE—the worship of the Lord through the service of 
man. “He prayeth best, who loveth best." 

Mahatma Gandhi, in his Ashram at Sabarmati in Ahmedabad 
or at Sevagram in Wardha, was greeted as 'Bapu' or father by all 
who went to him for guidance in their problems; and afterwards 
when freedom came, Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru greeted him as 'the 
Father of the Indian Nation’. Sadhu Vaswani, whether in his Ashram 
at Hyderabad Sind, before partition, or after-wards in his Ashram 
at Poona, was greeted as 'Dada'—as Vinobaji is also greeted as 
‘Baba' in the Sarvodaya circles—for to everyone, he was like a loving 
elder brother or father and all went to him with their problems, 
in faith, and returned blessed. 


Beloved Dadaji—all called him—for how boundless was his 
love for all ! Indeed in his presence, one felt a fountain of love 
flowing in one's heart for all. At least this was my personal experience 
during the period that I was in Poona, sitting at his feet, and heiping 
to set up the St.Mira College for Girls, as its first principal in 1962. 
It was an unforgettable experience. Girls were there from all the 
communities—Hindu, Muslim, Parsi, Christian, Jain—from different 
provinces and we used to have songs in all their sweet languages, 
Sindhi, Hindi, Punjabi, Gujarati, Marathi, Tamil, Malayalam, Urdu 
and English. And along with the professors who were all ladies— 
from Sindh, Maharashtra and Gujarat—we were a happy and loving 
family, with our students. And it gladdened Dadaji's heart as in 
the forty minutes of the sanctuary period, the first every morning, 
girls, Hindu and Muslim, Parsi, Christian and Jain, recited together 
lines from all the scriptures—the Gita, the Zindavesta, and the Granth 


Sahib. 

Having gone there from The Collected Works of Mahatma 
Gandhi, Delhi, I used to imagine, this was also gladdening the heart 
of Gandhiji in Heaven. I specially used to remember Gandhiji's 
wonderful lines : "In the midst of Untruth, Truth persists; in the 
midst of Darkness, Light persists; in the midst of Hatred, Love 
persists; God is Truth, Light and Love." And Dadaji's beautiful 


mantra used to ring in my ears : “Love is the Light of Life, my 


child!" How very simple and how very true is this mantra of these 
two great souls! 


As I write, Dadaji's words "Love is the Light of Life, my 
child!" greet me, even as greet me Bapu's challenging words : "Gandhism 
is not a matter for research, it is a matter of living.” Gandhism 
is Love, and Bapu lived it to the last breath of his life and Dada 
was also living it and continued to live it to the end of his earth 
pilgrimage on January 16, 1966. "Kindle the Light! was the motto 
Dadaji gave for the St.Mira College for Girls. Are you, are we, 
kindling the Light of Love, of compassion?", he ever asked pat 
large gatherings of people, men, women and children whom he addresse , 
in Poona. And the answer you can still find in the institutions 
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of Seva that surrounded him in Poona—a free dispensary for the 
poor; arelief fund for the needy to provide them, monthly, for their 
food and clothing; a Nari-Shalla, for the women to train them to 
work and to stand on their own feet; education for the young girls 
and boys in the St. Mira Schools and College, education which 
is free for the poor and elevating and soul-inspiring for all, an 
education not only of the mind but also of the hand, as Bapu would 
have loved it and even more of the heart, as both these great ones, 
had always stressed. 


'Young India' was Gandhiji's first Weekly in India. He wished 
to mould the young, and to make India new. This was his vision, 
his dream. This has been Dada's vision, Dada's dream. And the 
two great sons of India, laboured together in love for long, to make 
this dream a reality. When Bapu wrote in his Young India in those 
days, Dada wrote a number of books: 'Awake Young India’, 'India 
in Chains', ‘Builders of Tomorrow’, 'India Arisen' and many more. 
And Dada also wrote often in Bapu's Young India in support of 
Non-co-operation as an effective means for India's liberation. Thus 
in 1921, the very first issue of Young India, 5-1-1921, carried in 
its place of honour, on its front cover page as its very first article 
Dada's contribution under the caption "Philosophy of War", wherein 
Dada began thus : "Non-co-operation, it has often been urged, 
is a war, a bloodless war, a moral war against the Government. A 
true non-co-operationist must be a soldier of the moral ideal. Ahimsa 
must be his first quality." And regarding "Mr. Gandhi's efforts 
to pull down the Government-controlled schools and colleges", 
Dada commendingly wrote: "In the long run this method, wrongly 
named by critics as a ‘destructive campaign’, will, I believe, be found 
to be very helpful in building up truly national institutions. Non- 
co-operation of any kind is an offensive against the present system: 
but it will, | hope, be found to be a very helpful method of Co- 
operation among the people and self organisation and self-discipline.” 
And Dada concluded : "Duty and Discipline! There is the spirit 
in which the true co-operationists may march through the struggle 
of these days, keeping their hearts in courage, believing in the 
value of suffering, knowing that vigour is not violence and accepting 
the sacrifice. And it is the men and women, filled with this spirit, 
not inert intellectuals, not popular demogogues, not evasive politicians, 
who will be, I believe, our leaders and liberators in the coming 
days." 

Bapu welcomed and commended in the columns of Young India 
Dada's writings, speeches and letters. Thus for example in his 
article "A Mock Trial" in Young India of 25.8.1921 commenting 
on the trial of Swami Krishnanand in Karachi, Bapu wrote "It is 
true... that Prof. Vaswani and others partly succeeded and prevented 
worse things from happening." And Bapu concluded his article 
thus : "Prof. Vaswani wrote a dignified letter of sympathy to Mr. 
Price, M.L.A., regretting the incident. Mr. Price wrote a splentic 
letter in reply. Prof. Vaswani wrote again. Mr. Price was still angry. 
| reproduce else-where two typical letters out of the interesting 
correspondence that passed between the two—one from Mr. Price, 
by no means his worst, and one from Prof. Vaswani, calm and dignified. 
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The letter is also valuable as a cogent statement of a non-co- 
operator's position. 


Love and admiration, under-standing and regard were mutual 
and whole hearted between these two great souls, whose hearts 
beat as one in the iove of the mother-land and the service of all 
humanity. Bapu read Dada's books. Speaking to the inmates of 
his Ashram on the morning of 26th January, 1922, he said : "I am 
going today to Bardoli for the preparation of successfully carrying 
out the programme of civil disobedience and non-payment of taxes... 
Last night I was reading a book by Prof. T.L. Vaswani. When writing 
about self-denial, he has given the instance of Rana Pratap Singh. 
His thoughts are very beautiful. The self-denial of Pratap was 
very great. After the fall of Chittore when he found it impossible 
to recapture it, what was the promise that he exacted? "Until Chittore 
secures its independence we shall not enjoy any luxuries, we shall 
sleep on mother earth, we shall eat only roots and nuts, we shall 
give up all earthly happiness and practise complete self-denial.’ 
That was their resolve. I call Rana Pratap Singh a Sthita Prajna. 
Let everyone practise self-denial and be a Sthita Prajna." —The 
Hindu, 2.2.1922 


In Young India of 9.2.1922 under the caption "Too Sacred 
for Publication" referring to newspaper versions of his morning 
discourse of 26th January 1922, Bapu wrote : "It camefrom the depth 
of my soul." Thus Bapu was one great soul, moved to the depths 
of his sou!, by another great soul Dada, who too was moved to 
his depths by the great-souled Gandhi, for the two were kindred 
spirits, both conscious of their being far away from God who is 
our Home and both beating the effective wings of their hearts and 
minds and souls for reaching back the Lord not alone, but along 
with the people whom they were determined to serve and raise to 
the consciousness of their Godhead. 

Dada's tributes to Bapu even when he was in prison were 
published in Young India. Thus Young India, 29.06.1922, carried 
Dada's poem entitled 'The Martyred Man' from his book 'Desert 
Voice’. 
And while during Bapu's absence in prison, many wavered 
in his support, Dada remained firm, for this very issue of Young 
India, 29.06.1922, then edited by Shri Rajagopalachari, who when 
freedom came became the first Indian Governor-General of India, 
carried on its cover page under the caption 'A Professor's Warning’, 
Dada's powerful support of Bapu's programme and his warning to 
those who wished to change it. Dada wrote : "In a non-violent 
struggle such as we are in, the morale is, | believe, much more 
important than numbers. There are friends who ask for changes 
in the programme of non-co-operation... the test question Is how 
will the changes affect the morale of the movement? If after having 
boycotted the Councils, non-co-operators seek entry at a time when 
the revered Leader and thousands of his comrades are in jail, will 
the mass feeling be well pleased with the change?... Nationalists 
want to capture the Councils. Will the Councils capture them: 


"The problem as it seems to me, is a problem of national 
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psychology. No programme, however perfect, can achieve much, 
which does not arise naturally out of the people. Mahatma Gandhi's 
programmes had the one great virtue that they drew out the mass 
energy in the service of the National Cause." 

Remarkable must be reckoned this unity in approach between 
the thinking of these two great kindred souls, for it was a rare 
and exceptional, almost a unique experience, considering the fact 
that many great leaders of India were then unable to appreciate 
Bapu's stand and the lead that he was giving to the Nation. Neither 
Dr. Besant nor Rabindranath Tagore shared Gandhiji's vision and 
views as Vaswaniji did. The hearts of the two great souls beat 
in unison, for both were seers, both had intuition and insight, 
both felt the pulse of the people, both believed firmly that He 
is the only Guide and He had offered the new way of National 
liberation for India, that this way was consistent with the rich 
ancient traditions of the Rishis of India and that India had a mission 
to expound this way, and to contribute it as its gift to the world 
and to humanity. Both had identified themselves with the God 
in suffering humanity, both were seeking to serve the lowly and 
the lost, the poor and the down-trodden and to recognise the dignity 
of the human being, however down-trodden, and to awaken the 
conscience of all to their duty to the forlorn and the forsaken. 


Gandhiji bearing the lowly and the forlorn in his mind said 
: "I shall wipe every tear from every eye," and exhorted all who 
would listen to him, thus : "/ will give you a talisman. Recall 
the face of the poorest and weakest man whom you may have seen, 
and ask yourself if the step you contemplate is going to be of 
any use to him. Will he gain anything by it? Will it restore him 
to a control over his own life and destiny? In other words, will 
it lead to Swaraj for the hungry and spiritually starving?" And 
Vaswaniji said, "There is holier music in silent service of the poor 
and lowly than in all the gorgeous chanting of temple bells. So 
many gods of gold in the temples; if you truly worship them, melt 
them and pour out the gold in service of the starving, shivering 
gods of the earth." 


While Sri Aurobindo and even Gurudev Tagore for certain 
reasons were not votaries of swadeshi and khadi in Bapu's way, 
Dada was completely at one with him—he continued to wear to 
the last days a loin cloth of khadi—all was simple about and around 
him. "Simplicity is true beauty," he said. 


Bapu and Dada both have been fond of repeatedly referring 
to the beautiful utterance in the Gita :"He who cooks for himself 
alone, is a thief,” for this utterance makes the whole world kin. 
Dada has said, "You cease to be human when you do not share 
and do not bear a brother's burden." Even as Acharya Vinoba's, 
deep was Dada's pain, as after Bapu, he found India fast becoming 
an imitation of the West. In deep anguish, he said : "Mahatma 
Gandhi's name is still on our lips, but I seem to miss his face in 
our plans and programmes of national reconstruction." 


The keystone of Bapu's programme was ‘Basic Education’. 
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Where is this in India today? Dada has said, "New Education is 
the need of India today. Our schools and colieges are prison cells. 
They keep out the sunshine of Indian ideals and Indian culture. 
The isolation of India's brain from the mighty soul that made Aryavarta 
a model nation in the long ago—is the tragedy of our life today". 


Dada was born in the same year as Sri Raman Maharashi, 
ten years after Bapu, and ten years before Jawaharlal Nehru, on 
25th November 1879 in Hyderabad Sind and his birthday was and 
continues to be celebrated in Poona and Delhi and several other 
places in India, and the celebrations include as in the past, presentation 
of a purse on his birthday for meeting the expenses of the humanitarian 
institutions including a Free Dispensary, a Poor Relief Fund, Work 
and Training Institute for Women and St. Mira Schools for children 
and St. Mira College for Girls in Poona. Bapu used to say, agpod 
cause never lacks money, whenever it is really requird. This was 
Dada's faith and also experience in Sind before partition and after 
partition in Poona. God's Bank always provided for Dada as it 
did for Narsi Bhagat, and as it always did for Bapu. 


On Bapu's martyrdom days here, in Delhi every year, I have 
been wending my way to Rajghat, where at the spot where his bullet- 
ridden body was cri mated, had been built a simple memorial bearing 
thewords 'Hey Re n", worthy of this simple man, who, a man of 
God, died with Gsd's name on his lips, a martyr in the cause of 
man's love for fellow man, proclaiming through his death, as he 
had done through: ut his life, that all men are brothers and Love 
is the Law of life. 

The original simple memorial has, however, now been replaced 
by an expensive marble memorial surrounded by huge and massive 
stone structures which proclaim not the simple Gandhi, lover of 
the simple and proclaimed servant of the people, the poor, the lowly 
and the disinherited, but the pride and vanity, which Bapu proclaimed 
were vain. The Gandhi Memorial Museum adjoining Rajghat is another 
parody of what Bapu symbolised and stood for—it is quite a contrast, 
a glaring and luminous one to Bapu's Sevagram Hut, a large photograph 
of which it presents and preserves within its portals. 


As I wend my way to Rajghat, I notice opposite the Gandhi 
Memorial Museum, the hovels of the poor people, they are not 
huts even, women and children lie huddled under the shelter of 
their bullock-carts, and the men work with crude implements under 
the shadow of these carts, protecting themselves from the glare 
of the hot sun. The sight keeps haunting me, as I reach Rajghat, 
and as I bow down at Bapu's Samadhi, I seem to hear Bapu's words: 
"I will give you a talisman. Recall the face of the poorest and 
weakest man.... and ask yourself if the step you contemplate is 
going to be of any use to him..., And I seem to hear Dada's words 
- "I seem to miss Bapu's face in our plans..." How very true are 
these words of two men of God. But do we listen to them? 

Bapu and Dada — Two men of God. Their vision was one. 
Their wisdom was one. "Love is the law of Life. Love is the light 
of Life." "Love is God and God is Love." 


14 Love begets Love. Trust begets Trust. 
AT THE FEET OF MAHATMA GANDHI* 


(How great Gandhi influenced my little life) 


Great Gandhi's life was indeed like the sacred Ganges, 
as Rashtrapati Dr. Rajendra Prasad rightly describes it in his book 
'At the Feet of Mahatma Gandhi'. For, it brought purity and fertility 
and fragrance and the fruit of Seva, and charity into the lives of 
the millions who were influenced by the current of his thought, 
the pure strong stream, of his philosophy, which flowed strongly 
in the country over a number of years and continues to flow, available 
freely to all, who would taste of its sweetness, and among these 
I am fortunate to count myself, though I was not privileged to have 
stayed with him or intimately know him personally, but I had only 
sought to make his way my own, for it was really the self-same 
Ancient Way of our sages and saints, the way of selfless Seva, 
of dedication, of disinterested and devoted work in the cause of 
the uplift of all, the way of patience and toleration, the way of 
conquest of anger and fear, the conquest of passion and greed, 
the way of self-conquest and self-control, as the means of salvation 
or freedom from fear and desire and pain and sorrow. 


FIRST INTRODUCTION 


It all came to me quite naturally, through the first introduction 
to me of Gandhiji, by my Godfearing grandfather, who, when I was 
a mere boy of 13 in 1924, at the time of the first epic fast of Gandhiji, 
told me, of him, who was keeping a fast for 21 days, not for any 
purpose of his own but with a view to cement a bond of unity 
between the Hindus and the Muslims and to cure them of their 
animosity towards and hatred of each other, through this infliction 
of suffering on himself. It was just like a mother at home, telling 
two quarrelling children, that she would not take her food, if they 
continued to quarrel or did not give up the bad habit of beating 
each other. it was so simple, but as we know, so profound. For, 
Love conquers Hatred; for self-sacrifice awakens admiration and 
induces its own imitation and tends to make men pursue the path 
thus pointed to them. For every man is both angel and animal, 
has the divine and the devil in him. The high and the low battle 
for mastery in the heart of each man and woman and what is required 
is simply the encouragement of the particular set of instincts and 
impulses in men, the noble finer impulses or the brutish baser 
instincts, each man being a bundle of both. 


THE MAGIC OF THE MAHATMA 


It was given to Gandhiji to call forth, to bring into activity 
to make more powerful the finer part, the nobler self, in men near 
him and even far away from him, to the extent they alowed themselves 
to be influenced by him. The light of his ideas, the light of the 
truth he preached and practised, proclaimed and lived, was like 


* First published in October 1955 in ‘Bharat Sevak', Delhi, English monthly 
organ of All India Bharat Sevak Samaj, edited by the writer (1955-56) 
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the light of the impartial sun, freely available to all who would 
receive it, welcome it, accept it, be guided by it, make it a part 
of their lives, their faith, their actions. Once the great fine light 
dawned and made a deep impression, the individual was influenced, 
inclined to a certain direction, path or way, the way of truth, the 
way of non-violence, the way of love, the way of toleration, the 
way of Seva and self-dedication, the path of purity, equity, simplicity 
and non-exploitation, faith and prayer and the fundamental reconstruction 
of the individual's life began—his thought and outlook, attitude 
and mind, were moulded in a particular way, inclined not to self- 
aggrandisement but to self-giving. 


HERITAGE OF GANDHISM 


To me, as a young boy, came several things quickly. Father 
did not drink, did not smoke, a leading lawyer, but he would not 
goad his client to fight a case, when he knew the case was not 
good; he did not misguide to earn more money. He would, every 
evening, engage in Ram Dhun and mother would sing Krishna Lila 
songs and tell stories of ancient sages and Rishis and the tale 
which appealed most to me, was the tale of Harishchandra, who 
for the sanctity of the pledged word, would suffer to the utmost, 
seem to lose his darling son, and be the cause of the misery of 
his dear wife. How his nobility and the loftiness of it touched 
and moved and left an indelible impression on the young mind! 
And so my young heart felt proud of such lofty nobility of our 
ancient sages and secretly longed to salute it by seeking to live 
it. The lesson Satyam Eva Jayate, was learnt effortlessly through 
this story in the days of childhood. 

And mother took no meat and uncle once took me to the marketplace 
where meat was cut and fixed in nails for purchase; and outside 
was the slaughter house of goats, who bleated and whined. And 
as a little child, moved to sympathy and pity and tears, I became 
a vegetarian and a vigorous opponent of cruelty to animals. I imbibed 
the lesson of non-violence and the dislike of violence and killing 
and selfish satisfaction. And uncle said he had read in a book 
that great doctors and experts had indicated the evils of tea as 
a drink, it did harm; it was a 'stupifier' as Tolstoy had said. it had 
a little bit of intoxicant too. It dulled the brain, though it was 
said to have stimulating effect on the system. And so tea being 
a bad thing, as a young boy I gave it up as a bad habit, milk being, 
the proper drink for boys. And father did not abuse or curse and 
rarely lost his temper or equanimity; it was obviously bad to indulge 
in calling names to anyone. And since father did not strike terror 
and fear, there was no need for speaking falsehood, apart from 
which, being a Satya Vadi, a man of truth, was so admirable as 
in the Harishchandra story. And so as a little child, the path was 
paved for me easily to follow in the footsteps of Gandhiji—to keep 
away from drink and smoking, from meat, from tea and untruth and 
be inclined to have faith, to offer prayers and to have firm faith 


in the power of prayer. 
And since father believed in simplicity and practised ‘simple 
living and high thinking’, it was easy to admire and absorb the 
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attitude and to live in terms of it, to this extent that the philosophy 
of 'Simple Living and High Thinking’ became such an essential part 
of the outlook that when as a boy, | was informed that to become 
a scout, I must wear a knicker and a scarf, I was willing to forego 
all the pleasures of the life and activities of the scout, including 
outings and excursions and games and sports, rather than accept 
the imposition of that particular dress; and when once called upon 
in a Central Ministry to don the trousers, I had no hesitation to 
offer to resign a high post rather than submit to the wish of the 
boss, which seemed unreasonable and slavish to me. 


CONVERSION TO KHADI 


Gandhiji's argument for Khadi seemed an irrefutable one : 
was there any other way of providing some small income to millions 
who suffered from seasonal agricultural un-employment? Was there 
any effective alternative to the gospel of Swadeshi as the best 
means of providing employment, fighting unemployment and raising, 
though only by a little bit, the very low standard of living of the 
millions and the masses? The economics of Khadi and Swadeshi 
were incontrovertible, clear and convincing. Therefore Khadi became 
my dress, even as a young man; and hawking of Khadi and selling 
of Khadi Hundies, a pastime and a hobby, a regular duty; and singing 
of songs on Sawdeshi and delivering of lectures in villages on 
Swadeshi, even when a school and college student, a regular and 
welcome feature of activities and engagements; though it led later, 
to the telegraphic withdrawl by Bombay Government, of its permission 
to me, to sit for the I.C.S. examination. But as an advanced student 
of economics I had acknowledged the supremacy of Gandhian village 
economics, over the economics of the large-scale mechanised industries, 
which produce slums and disease and ill-health and immorality, 
as inseparable, unavoidable parts of a centralised factory civilization. 
And this faith, shines as brightly even to-day,for the analysis remains 
true even today. 


GLIMPSES OF GANDHI 


Glimpses of Gandhiji in person I got a number of times, once 
when I was a mere schoolboy, for he had come to Sindh and visited 
the National College, Hyderabad, which had been founded by Dr. 
Annie Besant for imparting national education. This first glimpse 
served only to rekindle the spark of faith that my grand-father had 
kindly kindled. Another time I recall Gandhiji, walking to address 
a meeting at the Holmstead Hall; and what I still distinctly remember 
is how many women made a rush to touch his feet and to pick the 
dust from under his feet, so much so that he almost stumbled.as 
he walked at his usual brisk pace. I was moved as a boy, for I 
too had managed to get as near as possible to get a close glimpse 
of the Great Man, who seemed to us in Sindh to be like another 
Great guru—even like Guru Nanak, and many thought as was written 
in certain books, that whoever sees such great saints, his sins 
are washed away. 


The third glimpse of Gandhi in person, | had at the Karachi 
Congress Session, when I was a college student. 1 remember that 
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he was greeted by a number of young men with black flags and 
shouts of 'Give us back our Bhagatsingh' for Gandhiji was returning 
after an unsuccessful meeting with the Viceroy who had not agreed 
to cancel the orders for Bhagat Singh's execution. | recall Gandhiji 
Speaking at the session in simple, distinct, clear words, so that 
any simple villager could understand his version of the meeting 
with the Viceroy and fully grasp Gandhiji's point of view. What 
struck me and appealed to me was the clarity, the simplicity, the 
anxiety that whatever he said should be intelligible to everyone. 
This enthroned him in my heart as the man of the masses, the one 
man who was dedicated to the masses and I have felt, that is why 
he appealed to the masses more than any other leader and could 
always sweep them off their feet and get them to follow him even 
into the jaws of death. I recall that earlier. when in Karachi, the 
salt laws were violated by thousands, perhaps fifty thousand broke 
the law at one time, all together going to the seashore and violating 
the law by trying to make salt out of sea-water. 


The lesson of identification with the masses, the lesson of 
keeping as near the masses, and the people as possible, speaking 
in their language, dressing and living simply like them, preferring 
to travel in third class, for the majority of the people have to do 
so, was borne in upon me effectively then, through the magic of 
the Mahatma, so that I would not wear anything but Khadi, always 
try to use Swadeshi goods and always recognise that the people 
are our kith and kin. And when I came over to the Bharat Sevak 
Samaj, while I went to the all India B.S.S. Convention at Nagpur, 
remembering Gandhiji's lesson I insisted on travelling in the third 
class, while even our steno was travelling in the upper class. 


THE LESSON OF HARIJAN SEVA 


What Gandhiji meant to me, dawned on me suddently on the 
occasion of the other epic fast of Gandhiji, undertaken to prevent 
the grant of separate electorates to the scheduled castes, whom 
Gandhiji called 'Harijan' and who were dearest to him. For when 
the news was flashed of this fast of Gandhiji, a fast unto death, 
| found that though as yet a student of law at Karachi, I was fasting 
with a few other students before the temples in Karachi, some of 
which were opened to the Harijans as a result of our batch fasting 
in front of them, though I remember that one big temple did not 
open its gates to the Harijans and we passed the night there fasting 
to move the authorities and trustees of the temple. 


EXPERIMENTS WITH GANDHISM 


Came the war and as a Professor in the National College, 
it was my privilege to experiment with the Gandhian way in the 
sphere of education and discipline. After the fashion ridden girls 
and boys of the college, had seen that an individual tried to live 
what he expounded as the Gandhian doctrine, they would appreciate 
the truth of it and be subconsciously influenced by it, for they 
would come to have a respect for the individual and gradually become 
converted to the doctrine. thus the girls and boys in the college, 
would accompany me to the bastis of the poor including the Harijans 
and the workers in the slum areas of the city and while as a Professor 
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of Civics and Economics, I would guide them in the way of a socio- 
economic survey and the collection of the family budgets, seeing 
the poverty of the people and their hardships and being touched 
by the spirit of faith of the people, the young college girls and 
boys would be moved and moulded and would volunteer to join 
me in the periodical visits to rural areas along with a medicine chest 
and a doctor, in a jeep lent by the Congress Organisation or even 
otherwise. And the girls and the boys would be glad to go with 
me, with khadi on our shoulders to hawk it from home to home. 
While they were influenced and uplifted, I felt, I too was influenced 
and uplifted, for I was becoming more confirmed in my faith in 
the Gandhian way, for I saw that these generally condemned girls 
and boys of our college, often given up as hopeless, for good, 
constructive work, because they were fashion-ridden, were when 
approached properly, reacting wonderfully, humanely; and great 
Gandhi's often reiterated truth that human nature is intrinsically 
good and his firm faith in the nobility of human nature, seemed 
to me to be absolutely vindicated and my own faith in the Gandhian 
way was thus strengthened. 


GANDHIAN WAY OF DISCIPLINE 


Gandhiji had said : Non-violence can never fail. 1 experimented 
with it in the field of student discipline. When a boy was discourteous 
and impolite and created disturbance in the class, he was not punished 
in the usual way. | would stop lecturing, and pay him a little more 
attention. I would call him apart later and find out what was wrong 
with his life at home or how his outlook had been moulded. When 
the students found that | would keep quiet when they wanted to 
talk, they learnt to keep quiet when I wanted to lecture. The personal 


sympathetic approach instead of the harsh distant dealing with 
them, won them over. 


GANDHIAN SOCIALISM AND SOLIDARITY 


Once when a boy from a village, son of a peasant couid not 
pay his fees, and was being asked not to sit for the examination, 
under the orders of the Principal, on an appeal by me that*it was 
a reflection on us with whom he was studying, that he should go 
without education, simply because he was poor and it was upto 
us to donate the necessary amount, for it would mean only one 
or two rupees, if each of the 150 students joined in the good cause, 
and this could be done easily, if we ali decided to miss just one 
or two film shows, the students responded wonderfully and the 
whole amount was collected quickly and the boy who was a Muslim, 
though the majority of his class-mates were Hindus, was helped 
to complete his course of education. The boys never thought that 
he was a Muslim and therefore away from them, for the feeling, 
under the inspiration of Gandhiji, which | was able to create among 
the students was that we were a fellowship, a family; every girl 
was a sister and every boy a brother and they treated one another 
with due respect and due restraint; at the same time they played 
together, enjoyed at the common excursions and outings as also 
during the visits to the rural areas on a mission of distribution 
of medicines or spreading literacy or sale of khadi or the carrying 
out of socio-economic surveys or collection of family budgets. 
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GANDHIAN SELF-GIVING 


The Gandian influence on the students made itself amply evident 
when once they voted that instead of having a grand dinner on 
a lavish scale on the occasion of the College Day, they will prefer 
to have a beautiful statue of the Mahatma to adorn the National 
College. And the beautiful statue they did have, and quite a part 
of the money came from the small donations and collections the 
students themselves made. And it was a regular feature of a number 
of our College Societies—the History and Economics Society, the 
Tagore Art Circle, the Latif Bari,-to cancel their Lunch or Dinner 
item and divert the money for flood relief, whether in Sind, or outside 
in Bihar or Assam. And this was being done by so-called fashion- 
ridden students, fond of the pleasures of life including films. What 
more tribute to the great truth which Gandhiji sought to stress, 
namely that human nature is noble, if you evoke its nobility, that 
man is not intrinsically selfish but has the spirit of Seva and self- 
abnegation and that self-sacrifice is as great a joy as any other 
in life. 


GANDHIAN SELF SACRIFICE 


And | saw one student of our college, Dear Nirmal Jiwatani 
during the 1942 Quit India Movement, drink the cup of self-sacrifice 
with delight, by defying the martial law and being the first to hoist 
the tricolour Flag on the Azad Maidan of Hyderabad, and suffer 
whipping and prison in consequence. And when he died 30 thousand 
people marched behind him to the cremation ground, the largest 
following anyone ever had, and songs were composed in his memory, 
since he was also a poet, an artist as well as a patriot. And I 
felt proud for he was intimately associated with me and I could 
feel, here was one who was strengthened in his ways of Seva and 
sacrifice by my having presented to him, the Gandhian path of dedication 
and devotion and fearlessness. 

THE LESSON OF FEARLESSNESS 


My test came, when due to a long closure of the college at 
the time of the Quit India campaign of Gandhiji, the students having 
voluntarily kept away from the college for months, I was once challenged 
and asked to say if I was not really responsible for this behind 
the scenes. ! had been warned by a friend in the Secretariat in 
Karachi, that an enquiry was going to be made in the matter about 
my part in the so-called "trouble". The spirit of Gandhi yet came 
to my rescue for instead of denying and saying that I had nothing 
to do with the closure of the college for nearly a whole term, which 
would not have been true, for the organisers of the closure used 
to meet and confer in my study room in our house, I was inspired , 
to say to the Principal : 'I will not say that the entire credit belongs 
to me. If it did I would surely be proud to claim itas mine’. That 
stunned and silenced the Principal, for instead of an attitude of 
fear and apology, he sensed an attitude of courage and jubilation 
and readiness to face the consequences of what had been done 
out of conviction. I myself was surprised as to how I came through. 
the difficult situation but it seems the influence of Gandhiji had 


triumphed in my little life. 
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A GIFT FOR GANDHIJI 


The veneration for Gandhi spread in my students and also 
the admiration for the Gandhian way and on one of the birthdays 
of Gandhi, a young girl Nirmala to whom ! used to pay some special 
attention, for she was the youngest girl in the class and also a 
talented girl and her talent for painting flowered through words 
of encouragement, painted a beautiful painting of the Mahatma, 
going up a hill, the numbers of the years of his life marked on 
the footsteps up the hill; and on the top of the hill the temple 
of Liberty; and the painting was presented to Gandhiji himself. 
How happy | felt on the occasion, as if | had myself got a beautiful 
prize-yes ! had won an invaluable prize, the prize of a growing 
and firm faith in the Message of the Mahatma, the values he upneld. 


BEGIN THE REVOLUTION WITH YOURSELF . 


And I had seen through the presentation of these values 
to the younger generation, that these values had an appeal to them 
and would be accepted by them, provided he who presented these 
to them, tried to live them himself. And so I had in addition to 
my temperamental leanings towards.Gandhism, and the early training 
at home, the further stimulus of the fashioning of the hearts and 
minds of many young girls and boys in their formative, significant 
years, if they were to be moulded in accordance with true values 
and Gandhian ideals, to goad me to mould and shape my own little 
life according to the gospel of Gandhiji, for this was another great 
truth of Gandhi, that you can only transform others, to the extent 
you first transform yourself. 

And this great truth I sought humbly and steadfastly to respect, 
and so whether at home, or in the college, or in a Central Government 
Office, everywhere, I strove in my humble imperfect way, to live 
in the light of great Gandhiji's, I will not say, teaching but his living, 
for he always lived what he taught. And since I wear khadi, I 
found that my young/sister had the feeling to include in the saris 
she purchased on the occasion of her marriage, a khadi sari and 
to go in for more khadi saris both for herself and even for those 
to whom she went. I did not suggest anything, for I have always 
remembered great Gandhiji's message which he sent to an International 
Organisation. : "What message can I send you, if I am not sending 
any by my life". ? That was great Gandhi. But great truths are impartial 
and operate even when small men are concerned. For I found after 
I had sat in the same room for five years in a Central Government 
Office in Delhi, with a well placed Government Officer, that one 
fine day, he came to the office, clad in a Kokati Khadi Kurta and 
Pyjama like me, for he had been seeing me come in it though | 
. had never tried to canvass or convert him. 


. And now let me conclude here, for | can hardly compress 
in a few pages, the story of the vast benign influence that has 
been Gandhiji's in my little life. 
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HOW GANDHISM GROWS? 


It is clear that Gandhism will not grow with the mere preaching 
of it. It is a faith to be lived. If it transforms yourself, through 
you it will transform many more lives and it will march on and 
triumph, for it holds the truth in it, the secret of the new foundations 
of a non-violent, Sarvodaya Bharat Samaj, nay Sarvodaya Sarva 
Samaj, which is meant for the new world, for the whole of humanity. 
And truth ever triumphs. Let the little lives of each one of us 
bear witness to this and gaining some light and inspiration from 
Gandhiji's life, let our little lives too shine with the self-same 
divine spark, which shines the brighter, when we give of ourselves 
to the others in whatever ways, in small acts of Seva, which are 
acts of love for our fellow human beings, for are we not children 
of one Great Father? Is not the Human Family really one? 


SEVA : THE CORE OF GANDHISM 


Gandhiji was born in Bharat but belongs to the world. His 
message is for all everywhere; for Truth knows no boundaries of 
geography or race or creed. As Gandhiji taught : God is One. 
Truth is One. God is Truth and Love. Therefore let each of us 
love and serve his neighbour and so let society grow in the spirit 
of Seva which is the spirit of Gandhiji, the heart and core of Gandhism. 


MY FAVOURITE DAILY PRAYERS FROM TAGORE AND GANDHI 


Life of my life, I shall ever try to keep my body pure, knowing 
that thy living touch is upon all my limbs. 

I shall ever try to keep all untruth out from my thoughts, knowing 
that thou art that truth which has kindled the light of reason in 
my mind. 

I shall ever try to drive all evil away from my heart and keep my 
love in flower, knowing that thou hast thy seat in the inmost shrine 
of my heart. 

And it shall be my endeavour to reveal thee in my actions, knowing 
it is thy power gives me strength to act. - Gitanjali, Tagore 


LEAD THOU ME ON 
Lead kindly light! Amidst the encircling gloom, lead thou me on! 
The night is dark and I am far from home. Lead thou me on ! 


Keep thou my feet. I do not ask to see the distant scene, one step 
enough for me! I was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou shouldst 
lead me on. I loved to choose and see my path. But now lead 


thou me on! . 
| loved the garish day and spite of fears, pride rulea my will. Remember 


not past years ! 


So long thy power hath blessed me! Sure it still will lead me on 
over moor and fen, over crag. and torrent, till the night is gone. 


And with the morn, those ange! faces smile that I have loved long 
since, and lost awhile. Cardinal Newman 


From Gandhi's 'Bhajanavali' 
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* THE MASTER AND THE DISCIPLE : 
SADHU VASWANI AND J.P. VASWANI 
RAMAKRISHNA AND VIVEKANANDA AND GANDHI AND VINOBA: 


A great Master is sometimes, nay often known by his great 
and distinguished disciple, even as a tree is known by its fruit 
and a flower by its far spreading fragrance. The saintly Shri Ramakrishna 
Paramahansa, incarnation and epitome of Indian spirituality, became 
better known through the dynamic and powerful personality of his 
world-renowned disciple, the great Swami Vivekananda, who broadcast 
his message of Vedanta and true spiritual wisdom throughout the 
world. Great and martyred Mahatma Gandhi's immortal message 
of Sarvodaya, welfare and uplift of all — the lowliest, the lost, 
the poorest, the humblest, the most depressed — was spread far 
and wide throughout the land and even in far-off lands, as a message 
of equality, by Acharya Vinoba Bhave, through his Pad-Yatras and 
long marches on foot, as a pilgrim through lakhs of villages, collecting 
land as a gift, by his movement of Bhoodan, which grew into Gramdan 
and was diversified and multiplied into movements as Shramdan, 
Vidya Dan, even Jivan Dan. 

SADHU VASWANI AND DADA JASHAN VASWANI : THE GOOD 
WORK IN POONA 


Sadhu Vaswani, sage like Shri Ramakrishna, savant and ambassador 
of Indian Culture like Swami Vivekananda, and lover of the lowliest, 
servant of the poorest like Mahatma Gandhi, also left behind a 
worthy and wise, devoted and dedicated, humble yet great disciple 
Shri J.P. Vaswani, now better known as Dada Jashan Vaswani, who, 
a noble soul, a pilgrim on the Spiritual path, has been inspired 
and blessed to continue Sadhu Vaswani's great and good work in 
Poona, including the service of the poor and needy through the 
Relief Organisations, that feed and clothe, offer education and training 
and medical facilities to all who need them, spread the life-giving 
message of the great Sadhu Vaswani, not only to people in India 
but also far away across the seas in other lands, through their 
beautiful books and their periodicals in Sindhi 'SHYAM' and 'SANT 
MALA', and in English 'EAST AND WEST' and 'MIRA', which popularise 
not only the Mira Movement in Education, with its many Mira Schools 
and St. Mira's College for Girls including Girls' Hostel, but also 
proclaim and propagate the wisdom of the sages of all ages in all 
lands, their message of love and service, since Sadhu Vaswani's 
main message throughout his long life and his multifarious activities 
and through his many lectures and discourses and his writings— 
his songs and poems was : - 


"Service of God's creatures is true worship of God." 


"Be humble and serve them." 


* First published in 1977 in the Souvenir by Sadhu Vaswani's Nuri Satsang. 
Delhi. Reprinted in January 1980, in Quarterly "Brahmavadin" Originally 
founded by Swami Vivekanand and restarted in Madras by Mananiva Eknathji 
Ranade, founder of Vivekanand Rock Memorial and Vivekananda Kendra 
Kanyakumari: also issued as a booklet by Mira Publications, Pune. 


Trust in God and Do the Right. 23 
THE MESSAGE OF THE MASTER 


"Greet the God in the huts of the poor, on the roads and the bylanes. 
Worship the Narayan in the Daridra Narayan. He is there where you wipe 
a widow's tears. He is there where you extend your helping hand to an 
orphan child. He is there where you feed the hungry. where you clothe the 
naked, where you console the suffering and those who are in pain. He is 
there in the temple of your heart, when you light the candle of compassion 
in your heart, when you kindle the light of Love in your heart and give of 
this compassion and love in little acts of love to all you meet and greet in 
life's journey, which then becomes a true pilgrimage to the Lord. Wake up 
to the beauty of this life, to the duty of this life, its blessedness, its joy ! 
And share it liberally and generously with all, in ali humility and with true 
affection !" 

HERITAGE OF HUMILITY :'NURI' 


Yes, ‘in all humility’, for Humility is not only the first and foremost 
step in the spiritual path, it is also often the last and the final and truest test 
of spiritual attainment and self-realisation. Therefore, 'Nuri' was Sadhu 
Vaswani's, adopted name, the humble heroine 'Nuri' of Sindhi folklore, folk 
songs and folk tales, of whom the great Sindhi poet Shah Abdul Latif has 
sung — this modest daughter of fisher-folk in a little hamlet, who won the 
love of the great king through the humility. the steadfastness of her true 
love, since she ranked that love above all earthly possessions, ornaments, 
jewels, the costliest and rarest treasures, 'Love was the Lord and master, the 
King, the King of Kings' -—— so taught Sadhu Vaswani, who picked on 'Nuri' 
as the symbol and exemplification and illustration in Literature, of the 
individual soul's search, hunger for the Eternal, the soul's search, the selfs 
search for the true Self! Sadhu Vaswani was a Bhakta, in the manner of St. 
Mira, the noble Rajput Queen, who became, as he used to sing, 'from a Rani 
into a Fakirani, a Beggar-maid, but through this a Maharani — a Queen of 
Queens, for. a true sage, enthroned in the realm of spirituality, as a successful 
seeker through total surrender of her self. Sadhu Vaswani, though a savant, 
scholar, believed in Bhakti, Surrender and Humility, as the gateway to 
eaven for the large mass of mankind, and so he named all his institutions 
fter Mira, the symbol of absolute surrender and utter humility and perfect 


hakti. 
ERITAGE OF HUMILITY : ‘ANJALI’ 


His disciple Dada Jashan too, carries on this true tradition in the 
anner of his Master, in a simple, humble, devoted, dedicated, austere and 
nostentatious manner. He has adopted "Anjali" which means offering, as 
is nom-de-plume, and composes beautiful songs and poems under this 
ame and offers them all as "an offering at the feet of his Beloved Master". 

uched with his tears and his love. He writes as beautifully as he speaks 
loquently. both in Sindhi and in English, and in prose as in poems, and 
ords flow from him spontaneously and musically as songs from the song 
irds. His utterances are inspired by his Master Sadhu Vaswani and soaked 
his Love as well as steeped in his scholarship and enlivened by his 
ecdotes. in narrating which like his Master Sadhu Vaswani, who was a 
agician in his skill in presenting them, he too is an adept in presenting 
em to the delight of his audiences. Dada Jashan is a giver of Joy. ‘Dada’ is 
iver' and ‘Jashan' is Joy’, ‘Festival’ or ‘Celebration’. 


24 Love and Laugh! Laugh and Love! 
DADA JASHAN VASWANI 


Dada Jashan is a giver of true joy and is a true giver, a selfless 
giver and is engaged in ‘festivity’ of love, giving with love, and 
ever celebrating, celebrating a life of giving with love as taught 
and exemplified by the Master through His actual living, to which 
the many Mira institutions in Pune, in the evergrowing St. Mira 
Campus, with its Schools, College, Medical Dispensaries etc. are 
eloquent witnesses, so that those who visit them, specially as on 
a pilgrimage, particularly on the sacred day of Sadhu Vaswani's 
Birthday on 25th November, when a large purse is presented at 
Pune by his admirers and disciples, for continuing to run these 
so many Service Institutions, in the beneficent manner of the Master, 
return with their hearts filled with inspiration for greater and more 
selfless and more dedicated service, done with a loving and humble 
heart, as exemplified by both the Master Sadhu Vaswani and his 
disciple Dada Jashan Vaswani. 


THE SPIRIT OF LOVING SERVICE 


It is a very touching sight, a most moving experience, when 
one watches hundreds of the needy families being presented with 
affection and words of blessing, every month and even more frequently, 
packets of potatoes and onions, of tea, of grain, of washing and 
bathing soap, and also some fruit and sugar and some coins, in 
Pune, in a very orderly and disciplined manner, in the presence 
of the people and the students who learn the lesson and imbibe 
the spirit of giving in a spirit of sharing. In winter, Banyans, woollen 
clothes, blankets and quilts and Sweaters or Pullovers are distributed 
to the poor and the needy in their hundreds and, are freely provided 
by the rich who too are thereby blessed and uplifted in their hearts 
and minds. 

On holidays and holy days, Satsangi brothers and sisters, 
who gather for illuminating lectures on the Gita or morning recitations 
and readings from the Nuri Granth and devotional music including 
Mira and Nuri and Aniali Bhajans, and songs,visit the patients, 
in the Hospitals, including the leprosy patients, to distribute among 
them fruits and other things needed by them and do so with cheering 
words of love and affection in a true spirit of Seva and the students 
of all the many Mira Schools and College, including children from 
the Nursery and Kindergarten, join in this holy work of help and 
healing, scattering joy, and feeling uplifted and elevated in the 
process. 


A DELIGHTFUL SIGHT : ONE LIGHT SHINES IN ALL 


One of the most pleasant and delightful sights is to see students, 
specially little children,smiling their angelic smiles as they offer 
grain and water to birds, which collect in their crowds on the top 
of the School and College buildings, as also on its spacious grounds, 
for one of the great teachings of the Master — Sadhu Vaswani. 
was to teach reverence for all life, love of brother birds, in the 
manner of St. Francis of Assissi. 


Sadhu Vaswani was for kindness to all creatures—birds and 


animals, for the same light shines in them, the same life danced 
and vibrated in them as in all of us. 


Thy will be done! 25 
Heritage of Humanitarianism and Indian Culture 


Sadhu Vaswani was a great Humanitarian. Often he was invited 
to preside over sessions of Humanitarian League, Bombay, Culcutta 
and Colombo, and he did so some times and was an advocate of 
Vegetarianism and Kindness to all God's creatures. This tradition 
is lovingly and loyally followed by his noble disciple Dada Jashan 
Vaswani, who by personal example and exhortation inculcates the 
same in the hearts, minds and lives of all who gather around him 
in Poona, including all the students and others who come in contact 
with the Mira Institutions or peruse Mira Publications which travel 
into all corners of the country and also go abroad into many far- 
off lands across the seas, where great Sadhu Vaswani who had 
as early as 1910, addressed in Berlin, the World Congress of Religions, 
as one of India's Representatives, has many admirers and disciples, 
for he had then toured all over Europe, conveying to the Western 
world, in the manner of the Indian Sages, the Wisdom of the Vedas 
and the Gita. 

SADHU VASWANI'S LIGHT SHINES STILL 


The Master, born ten years after Gandhi and ten years before 
Nehru, in the same year as Sri Raman Maharishi in 1879, on 2Sth 
November in Hyderabad Sind, threw off his mortal coil on 16th 
January in 1966, in Pune, where amidst his educational, cultural, 
social service institutions, you still feel his living presence and 
breathe his blessing, for his disciple, Shri J.P. Vaswani, living in 
the same simplicity, austerity, humility, discipline and dedication, 
has not only been able to maintain the many Mira Institutions, 
but even to extend and expand their activities and scope of service, 
even as his Master Sadhu Vaswani would have wished. The seeds 
sown by Sadhu Vaswani have blossomed and fructified, foundations 
by him have been strengthened—and his good and great work, not 
only proceeds, but is proceeding exceedingly well, blessed by his 
inspiration which still fills the life of his principal disciple Dada 
Jashan Vaswani and the activities of the Welfare Institutions which 
he so lovingly set up for the service of the people, with the Lord's 
Love as his light and guide. It is in this spirit, in this faith, that 
the institutions have flourished in Pune, spreading far and wide 
their fragrance. 

THE DISCIPLE : SHRI J.P. VASWANI 


The disciple Shri J.P. Vaswani, Principal J.P. Vaswani of St.Mira's College of 
Girls, for 14 years, now affectionately, reverently called Dada Jashan Vaswani, and 
better known so, was born on August 2, 1918, in Hyderabad Sind. He was not only 
a brilliant student like his Master, took his Master's Degree in Science, having 
served as a Fellow at the D.J. Sind College, Karachi, he was also a fine and fluent 
speaker, and what is more, he was trebly blessed : in his father : Shri Pahlajrai 
Vaswani, who was an educationist, and his mother who, a saintly lady, gave him 
richly that heritage, and in his uncle, the great Sadhu Vaswani, whom he was 
inspired to accept as his Master, his Gurudev, and at whose feet he had the privilege 
'o sit and do his Sadhana, remaining a Brahmachari, and through his own devoted, 
hard, tireless striving, and his Beloved Dada Vaswani's:Grace, he himself grew to 
his true stature as a sage from a scholar, grew in wisdom from mere learning, from 
rue humility to a state of Being, whence he can truly give now of his own grace to 
1is many admirers and followers, both in | ndia and abroad. 


26 What God chooses is always better than what we choose. 


A CHILD OF LIGHT : DADA JASHAN VASWANI 


"Child of my Tears and Prayers : Child of Destiny!" so Sadhu Vaswani had 
greeted his dear disciple on his 42nd Birthday in 1960; and as "A Brother of the 
Broken Ones" on his 40th Birthday in 1958; and as "A bhakta child" on his 41st 
Birthday in 1959; yet he was before casting away his mortal coil on 16th January 
1966, to greet him on his 47th Birthday on 2nd August 1965, as "A childof light", for 
the disciple had been evolving, growing and had arrived—teceived the light when 
the Master Sadhu Vaswani, left for his Heavenly Home, and could shed the lustre 
of this Light all around in the manner of the Master. 

The disciple Dada Jashan Vaswani had grown into an illumined soul, humble 
and holy and saintly, overflowing with love, giving and giving, pouring out his 
pure affection to all who came to him and filling all the institutions with it, and then 
they grew from more to more, for sanctified with his pure love, which flowed with 
abundance to all. The Master and the disciple had become one. 


THE DISCIPLE : POET, WRITER: HIS WORDS OF PRAYER & WISDOM 


The disciple too had become an inspired poet, an illuminating writer. And 
poems and songs and beautiful writings came from his pen, and books of his 
poems and writings and speeches came one after the other in a stream..... "Tear 
Drops" (Poems), "Pictures and Parables", "Glimpses", "Love and Laugh", "A Day 
with Dadaji", "Conversations with Dadaji", "A Mystic of Modern India", to mention 
a few. And what beauty in the poems, in the writings and speeches! And what 
fragrance! Let us breathe some of it as in the following few examples and samples. 


WHAT AMI MY DAILY PRAYER 

What am I ? So bless me, Lord : 

A tiny candle ! That each day, 

What am | ? As I walk the pilgrim-way, 

A singing bird : I may, 

The song is Thine ! With wonder in my eyes, 
What am | ? Seek the Beauty that is God ! 
An earthen lamp : And each day, 

The Light is Thine ! May I pray :- 

What am I ? "In rain and sun, 

A little flute : Thy will be done !" 

The music is Thine: And each day, May I do my humble task, 
What am I ? Helping a brother here, 

A little flower : A sister there, 

The fragrance is Thine : To lift the load 


On the rough road of life ! 
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THY WILL BE DONE 


"Walk the way of acceptance. Know that all that happens, 
happens according to the Will of God. And in His Will is our peace. 
Meet every situation in life with the prayer : "Thy will be done". 
Many things will happen which you, with your puny intellect, will 
not be able to understand. Complain not, but in the simple faith 
of a trusting child, say to yourself : "I know nothing, Lord. Thou 
knowest everything. And thou art my Father, my Mother, my Guardian, 
and my Guide. Thy will be done. At every step, in every round, 
thank Him and praise Him. For whatever happens, His Will is always 
for the Best". 


KEEP CALM 


"In all situations of life, keep calm. The inner balance is 
essential to spiritual progress, harmonious living is more important 
than doing deeds of service. If in the midst of your daily work, 
something happens to agitate your mind, even for a brief moment, 
stop immediately, withdraw into silence and try to regain the inner 
calm. It is enough if throughout the whole day, you practise only 
this "Sadhana" — that of calling yourself back to serenity, the 
moment you are in danger of losing it. God dwells in a house where 
there is harmony. Every thought, every feeling, which does not 
vibrate love, clouds the Golden Face of Reality and takes us away, 
far away from the Lotus Feet of the Lord". 


HIS LOTUS FEET : 


"Our anxieties and our cares are as a curtain which hides 
from us the Face of the Beloved. If you would behold the Beauteous 
Face, be stripped of all worry and woe. So lay all your load at 
His Lotus Feet. Cling to tnem and weep out your sorrow. As the 
tears stream out of your eyes, let them flow round His Feet in worship. 
The tears wil! lighten your load and freed from the burdensome 
world, you will soar as a skylark, breathing in the pure atmosphere 
of His presence. The curtains will fall, the veils will be lifted up, 
and you will behold the Beloved, face to face”. 


HUMANITY'S NEED : GOOD MEN! 


"Great men there are many—distinguished men, titled men, 
clothed in power and authority, men who have the wealth and honours 
of the earth. But the tortured soul of Humanity cries out for good 
men,—men who will not hesitate to share their scanty meals with 
the starving ones, and who will open the doors of their tiny huts 
to the pilgrims and the passers-by. Poor in the wealth of the world, 
such men have true treasure of life,—the treasure of sympathy and 
loving service.” bi 

The disciple Dada Jashan Vaswani isione of such rare good 
men, as the Master Sadhu Vaswani was. 
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ANOTHER TRUE DISCIPLE—DADA AMAR * 
WHO IS A TRUE DISCIPLE? 


A great Guru leaves behind true disciples—disciplined, dedicated. 
simple, humble and pure, reflecting the light of his vision of the 
One and radiating his vital message of love and service. They 
are forever working quietly, yet continuously and effectively for 
the moral benefit, elevation and uplift of the people. These inspired 
souls are awakened themselves and, by awakening others, they 
enhance the glory of their Guru. They are the salt of the earth, 
the messengers of the Master who, through them, their exemplary 
God-intoxicated lives and service-oriented activities, renews the 
faith of the people in higher values. 


A TRUE DISCIPLE OF A GREAT GURU 


Such a great Guru, so inspiring, undoubtedly was Sadhu T.L. 
Vaswani, in whose sacred memory, the Government of India said 
it was an honour to issue a special postage stamp in 1969. And 
such a true disciple certainly has been Dada Amar, who, in his 
simple, humble, silent, yet systematic way has been keeping aloft 
in Bangalore, the banner of service of the people, the poor and 
the needy, those sick in body or mind and those oppressed by 
economic poverty or spiritual hunger. He has arranged and organised 
with religious regularity, programmes of Nama Smaran and Seva 
for nearly nineteen years since 1960. 


"BE A SERVANT OF THE POOR AND THOSE IN PAIN, 
THUS GURU'S GLORY AND GRACE YOU SURE SHALL GAIN." 


SADHU T.L.VASWANI 


The worship of the Divine lies in the service of the human, 
nay, even of the animal and the winged fraternity as well. Beloved 
Dada Vaswani had inspired all this, by himself having done all this— 
extending his service from the human to the voiceless creation of 
the Divine, who too are God's creatures, needing even more care 
and compassion and service. 


GURU'S GRACE—AN EXAMPLE 


Dada Amar is an example of Guru's grace; his story is the 
story of an earnest disciple being lifted up by the grace of his 
Guru, Sadhu T.L. Vaswani. It is the true story, the fascinating tale 
of a successful young businessman, who was also a talented writer. 
a gifted poet of great merit in his mother tongue Sindhi, being transformed 
into a man of God from a man of mere goods. Trade in ordinary 
merchandise, his business, he gives up for a higher trade, dealing 
in the merchandise of the other higher world, the merchandise of 
God's good and glorious Name, with its healing, uplifting power, 
which raises man to the superman, turns him into a good man, a 
Godly man, a God-like man, a creative man, a Tyag-murti, a Seva- 
murti, singing of the Lord, and serving His people, wiping the widow's 
tears, fathering the orphan, helping the poor and needy and serving 
the sick and those in pain and distress. 3 


SS es 
*First published in the book of tributes to Dada Amar entitled "Pushpanjali" 
compiled by Maya Ghugani and Raja Jumani. Bangalore 1980 
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"A MAN OF FAITH: A LIGHTHOUSE"— DADA J.P. VASWANI'S TRIBUTE 


Rightly, justly, did Dada J.P. Vaswani, the great Sadhu Vaswani's 
beloved and blessed disciple, describe Dada Amar as "a man of faith....... a 
lighthouse for the sailors on the sea, the Satsangis, crossing this ocean of 
the world, with its numerous whirlpools. He keeps brightly burning, the 
light of God's glorious Name, the light of love and sympathy. Bangalore is 
blessed by the presence of such a good man of God" 


SINGER OF "VAHE GURU" 


"Vahe Guru!" "O Guru, whatever you send is welcome. Give us 
strength to accept it with cheerfulness. Let us continue to sing Thy Name, 
in joy and in pain, in defeat and in victory for You know best what is good 
for us. Thy will be done, O my Lord ! Our wills are ours, only to make them 
Thine!" This has been the message of Sadhu Vaswani, his philosophy, his 
current of thought. The same current flows fine and full and fragrant, in the 
words and verses of Dada Amar, in tune with his Master, his Guru, whose 
inspiration is his fountain source. 

A LEAF FROM HIS DIARY 


Dada Amar, in the manner of his Master. Sadhu Vaswani, regularly 
records in his daily diary, his beautiful thoughts of God. The one below is 
the very first thought in his diary for 1978. How simple, how beautiful! 
Providentially, it came to me on my brithday on 19th May, 1979, and I felt 
grateful for it as God's gift from a loving friend. bringing a blessing, inspiring 
a prayer on my birthday. Rendered into English. it reads : 


INSPIRE ME TO BEGIN A NEW LIFE 
Where I sit, where I go, where I stand, where I am, 
Thou seest me! 
The most secret thought too 
Does not remain concealed from Thee! My Lord! 
Protect me against sin and evil! My Master. 
Who are omniscient, omnipotent, and omnipresent. 
Grant that every moment, everywhere. 
| may feel Your Living Presence. 
Let me be good, and do good, 
Let me serve selflessly. Let me fulfil my life's mission. 
The New Year has begun ! Inspire me to begin a new life! 


| wonder if it has been possible to convey the beauty and 
the melody, the spontaneity and the sanctity of the original in Sindhi 
in a translation in a foreign tongue. But to me, even the English 
rendering is quite moving indeed ! The original in Sindhi has a 


quality all its own! 


30 Life is a Love-Story. 


THE MANTRA OF THE GURU 


Dada Amar's Guru, the great Sadhu Vaswani. whose life was 
one long song of selfless service, had breathed out to his young 
disciple, Thanwar, a meaningful mantra, which had a magic spell 
on the devoted disciple. The mantra, rendered in English, would 
read thus : “Labour in love for the lowly and the lost; Then 
will shine through you the light of the Lord!" The Mantra has 
proved powerful in its influence and Dada Amar has really become 
a labourer of the Lord in the service of the lowly and the lost, 
and thereby purified, shines like the light of the Lord. 


A LOVE LETTER FROM SADHU VASWANI 


Dada Amar, then Thanwar Pessumal., was in close correspondence 
with Beloved Dada Vaswani. He once wrote to him — 


Dear Thanwar, 13.12.1952 


What vibrates in your words? What Love and Longing! How 
earnest your affection and love, how great a yearning, what a love 
indeed! How deep your heart's pain at the plight of the poor! What 
sympathy for them in their distress! ...... keep sending all the news 
of yourself...... when do you come again? May this be soon. And 
may the Lord shower His blessings on you, day after day. May 
you for ever remain engaged in kind acts of service! 

With Love, DADA. 


A BIRTHDAY LETTER OF BLESSINGS FROM THE GURU 


A birthday letter of love and blessings from the Guru is a 

rare, precious gift that brings grace untold and brings the disciple 
sooner into the inner fold, the select circle of those who are the 
chosen ones. Such a rare gift came to Dada Amar in March 1953 
and paved the way for his pilgrimage on the path of renunciation 
and Seva. Here is this beautiful and blessed letter which, rendered 
into English, cannot do justice to the original in Sindhi with Sadhu 
Vaswani's musical touch and flow and fragrance. 
My Dear Thanwar, Each one of your letters-is full of love. What 
a joy it gives! Your letter of 13th March has reached just now. 
Your birthday...... may you devote more and more of your time in 
chanting the sacred Name and in the service of the '‘Daridranarayan’...... 
Everyone here is remembering you. Wherever you be, let the Lord's 
grace flow into you. Blessings! With love, DADA. 


A BORN STORY-TELLER : WOMEN'S TEARFUL TALES 


Dada Amar is a born story-teller. he can tell stories in a 
most interesting, fascinatig, stirring and dramatic way. He can move 
you to tears or make you shake with laughter as he tells you a 
story. He can arouse your sympathy for a person or a cause, or 
stir your spirit against an evil or a tyranny. Many years ago, he 
told me the sad tale of the unhappy lives of many of our sisters 
in the families of Sindhwark merchants, the tyranny of the mother- 
in-law, lack of freedom, domination of the husband, the untold silent 
suffering of young women, whose lives became miserable and sometimes 
ended in suicide. Several of them had poured out their pitiable 
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Stories into his sympathetic ears and he had woven them into truly 
moving tales which touched the heart of any listener. Night after 
night, we sat in my dear uncle's house inNagpur, to hear these 
heart-rending stories and we were moved to tears. 

A LOVING AND TRUE FRIEND 


These tears shed together for our suffering sisters became 
a cementing bond between us for a life-long friendship that has 
grown stronger through these years. He is so loving and so affectionate 
that every year, on the sacred occasion of Diwali, he sends his 
greetings and blessings in the form of fine verse written in his 
own beautiful hand. 


VOICES FROM WITHIN 


i Dada Amar observes Monday as a day of silence, and in that 
silence, come to him hundreds of great thoughts which are often 
recorded as Voices from Within. One of them is translated here. 


Let not the past pester you, Dwell on the Divine, 
In humility live, With courage conquer, 

Shed no tears, 

Hate none, Love all. 


PERENNIAL PRAV éRS 


In a most mo' ing Foreword to the first edition of Dada Amar's 
first book, "Pereni ial Prayers", Pujya Sadhu Vaswani wrote on 2nd 
December, 1960 : 

"In this small, so beautiful a book, are verses of rare charm, 
ethereal beauty, enduring fragrance. In these verses, shine golden 
thoughts, gems of vision and wisdom. The writer of this book 
is a humble servant of the Lord. He is radiant with Divine Light. 
He is dear to me. 'Amar' is his name. A Brahamachari is he. He 
lives in the Satsang, the presence of truth, in meditation, absorbed 
in chanting the name of the Lord. In his heart is a wonderful love 
for children. The light of true education, the light of spirituality, 
of self knowledge has been kindled in his life...... I have sat and 
read this book in silence. Verse after verse, sloka after sloka as 
I have read, my eyes have been touched with tears, which then 
have flowed in torrents without stopping; for the writer of this 
book has written out of a spirit of longing for the Lord, love for 
the Lord. And he has named the book "Prayers". The prayers 
are presented in three parts. Each one of these three is infused 
with deep longing for the Lord! Indeed this is the true meaning, 
the secret of prayer, when the eyes shed tears of love and longing, 
when the heart is lifted high up over the mind, and climbing higher 
and higher, goes and sits at the Lotus feet of the Lord, and sitting 
at His sacred feet, gazes at the Lord, who is the fountain source 
of Knowledge and Wisdom, and is beautiful beyond compare. Then 
comes the state which we can call the state of ‘Prayer’. 


In these days of storm and stress, only a few are there to 
offer prayers in this fine spirit. Among these few is my dear brother 
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MESSAGE OF THE 'PERENNIAL PRAYERS' 


Sadhu Vaswani, in his foreword, also presents and points 
to the message enshrined in many of these verses. Rendered below 
is a translation of a select few : 

Unity in Diversty : This one sings of Unity underlying all 
Diversity, of the One in the Many : 

Countless countries, but the Kingdom is One 

Numerous names, but God is One, 

Thousand forms, but the Light is One ! 

O Lord ! My Lord ! My Wonderful Lord ! 

O Lord ! My Lord ! My Merciful Lord ! 


Eternal Quest : And the following one tells of Man's Eternal 
Quest : 


Here you are and also there, 

We keep searching, 'Where, O Where' 

O Lord ! My Lord ! My Omnipresent Lord ! 

O Lord ! My Lord ! My Mysterious Lord ! 
Thy Loving Grace: 

"Your love, so gentle, and so pure, 

Within it shines the Mystery of the Master 

Grant me Thy Loving Grace, my Master ! 

O Lord ! My Lord ! My Gracious Lord ! 

O Lord ! My Lord ! My Loving Lord ! 
LOVE IS THE LIGHT 


~ And the loving Guru, the gracious Sadhu Vaswani, concludes 
his fine foreword with the following words : 


"No need any more of my broken words. May the message 
of this book enter into many hearts. May the blessing of this message 
bring a New Light in our lives, the New Light of the Heavenly Kingdom, 
without which Light, is life like a barren waste, and without which 
is our entire life a vast, empty desert." 


An Exemplary Life 


And Dada Amar, a True Disciple that he is of his Master. 
Sadhu Vaswani, lives a simple, serene, songful, Godful life, humble 
and holy, helpful and full of the spirit of healing and harmony, 
among the people in Bangalore, guiding them Godward, through 
his Bhajans in the Satsang, and inspiring them by his example,to 
sing of the Lord and to serve His creation. 


Salutations to this humble and loving servant of the Lord! 
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ACHARYA J.B. KRIPALANI * 


REBEL DISCIPLE INTERPRETER FIGHTER WITH A FAITH 
A FASCINATING FIGURE 


Vitriolic and Versatile - Acharya J.B. Kripalani, undoubtedly one of 
the most fascinating figures in Indian politics, is respected by all, for his 
integrity and independence, his intellect, his convictions and his 
constructive genius. He is feared by many because of his vitriolic tongue, 
his biting sarcasm and his devastating satire, which along with his 
exceptional ability to tear to shreds his opponents’ case with subtlety and 
vigour are their envy and despair. Surprisingly he is admired by many for 
the very reason for which he is feared; and he is certainly loved by those 
who have had the privilege to come in c/ose personal contact with him, as 
has been my fortune. 


GENTLE AND AFFECTIONATE 


Like many | too stood in awe of him, until | came in close touch with 
him like a member of the family. I had known intimately Shri Jairamdas 
Doulatram, Prof N.R. Malkani, Dr. Chothiram, Prof Ghanshyam and several 
other Sindhi leaders who had fought in freedom's battle, for they had mostly 
remained in Sindh where as a student and as a Professor I was also an active 
worker in the nationalist cause, with the result that as a student who had 
been Secretary of the Youth League, I received in Karachi in 1932, the telegram 
: "The Government of Bombay is pleased not to permit Mr. K.N. Vaswani to 
sit for the I.C.S Examination’. As Acharya Kripalani had mainly worked 
outside Sindh I had hardly an opportunity to know him personally. This 
opportunity | have now had in an ample measure, with the result that my 
admiration for him has turned into love. for I have found him, not only 
delightful company, which every one would do, I have found him not only 
gentle but affectionate, not only considerate and understanding like my 
father, but loving and tender like my mother and co-operative and helpful 
like an elder brother. Dada Kripalani, he has now become to me, and | count 
this a precious privilege even as I have counted it a rare privilege to have 
sat at the feet of Pujya Dada Vaswani, the great Sadhu T.L. Vaswani. 


ATTACHMENT TO GANDHI'S TALISMAN 


Suchetaji, his talented wife, who by her keenness to serve and cherish 
him, will ever recall to your mind the glorious age—old ideal of a devoted 
Hindu wife, had told me : "Kripalaniji is not only affectionate, he is even 
sentimental”, And now I have known it. He is full of sentiment when a 


*First published in April 1979 in 'Gandhi Vigyan Quarterly journal of the 
Academy of Gandhian Studies. Hyderabad. with the following introductory 
note by the editor, Shri K.S.Acharlu : "Prof. K.N Vaswani has been Editor. 


Collected Works of Mahatma Gandhi, Govt. of India. from 1957 to 1971. 
and afterwards he has devoted himself to the Service Mission. Vivekananda 
Kendram, Kanyakumari. Prof. Vaswani is a thinker. author, educationist and 
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social worker having faith in Gandhian values. 
one of the five distinguished Gandhian thinkers fortunately wi 
will we hope. help readers to appreciate the remarkable person 
great man. who belongs to the race of mahamanas who have | 
in their lives for the expression of abounding love for humanity 
some kind of touch with the inner presence 
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touching reference is made to Bapu. He is moved and tears well up in his 
sad eyes, to think of what we have made of the great legacy that the Father 
of the Nation left us. How we have in the post—partition, post—Gandhi 
India, squandered the wealth of the nation for socalled plans, without 
planning for the removal of poverty of the masses and the unemployment of 
the millions, even the unemployment of the educated and the skilled. Where 
is Gandhi in India to—day? Gandhiji had said : "/ will give you a Talisman. 
Whnever you are in doubt, or when the self becomes too much with you, 
apply the following test : Recall the face of the poorest and the weakest 
man whom you may have seen, and ask yourself, if the step you contemplate 
is going to be of any use to him. Will it restore him to a control over his 
own life and destiny? In other words, will it lead to Swaraj for the hungry 
and spiritually starving millions? Then you will find your doubts and self 
melting away". This was Gandhi's testament and his touch—stone for all 
planning, specially in Free India, —the India of his dreams. 


REBEL AGAINST BETRAYERS OF MAHATMA 


Have we not repudiated the message of the master and betrayed the 
Mahatma? And then if Acharya Kripalani has sought to chastise us, for 
this greatest betrayal in history with the withering sarcasm, the force of his 
logic and his open rebellion against the powers that be, whether in the 
Congress party or the Praja Socialist Party or now in the ruling Janata Party, 
does it behove us to complain against him as a destructive critic? Should 
we not be grateful and beholden to him for his courage of conviction in 
pointing to us the truth, even the bitter truth, of the betrayal of his master, 
whom we also acknowledged as our master, but whom we have betrayed but 
he has cherished, for as he rightly says : "Gandhiji is more right when he is 
wrong, than when we are right". And again : "His darkness ts more bright 
than my light. Therefore, I follow him". And it is not blind faith that speaks 
thus. it is Kripalaniji's keen intellect that sees this, for Gandhiji as he himself 
has also said, had intuition, "an inner voice" that guided him and told him 
what programme would suit the occasion, the actual needs of a situation: 
and what he has prescribed as the constructive programme, proper for the 
country, in its special conditions, is not only very relevant even to-day, but 
is actually the only effective remedy for the malaise from which the country 
continues to suffer because we have neglected this programme, with what 
results we all know, the world knows, and more specially, the unemployed 
millions and our masses know to their detriment and distress, and to our 
shame and diagrace. Knowing the remedy, we have failed to adopt and 
implement it in a free India, while Gandhiji was seeking successfully to 
implement it even in an unfree India. 


GANDHIJI'S WARNING TO THE NATION 


But in an unfree India, our minds were free, though our bodies were 
in prison, and in free India, our bodies are free, but our minds are in 
shackles. We are no longer free in our thinking, which is worse. We are 
dependent on foreign aid not only for materials but also for ideals, which 
undoubtedly is a betrayal of Gandhiji, who in his inimitable style had said 
: "I do not want my house to be walled in on all sides and my windows to be 
stuffed. I want the cultures of all the lands to be blown about my house as 
freely as possible. But I refuse to be blown off my feet by any". 
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KRIPALANI AS THE VOICE OF VIGILANCE 


When Acharya Kripalani found that we were going to be dominated 
by foreign aid and foreign ideas, thus betraying his Master Gandhi, the 
rebel, the revolutionary in him, whom the Mahatma had tamed, nay converted 
into a revolutionary for constructive programme, awoke again. He who had 
been General Secretary of the Indian National Congress for over a decade, 
and laboured to make it strong in the service of the people and as a force to 
reckon with, in its fight for Swaraj; he who had been crowned Congress 
President in the crucial year 1946, he rebelled against the Congress, against 
Jawaharlal Nehru and others who had been his close friends, to vindicate 
the message of his master, to be free to condemn the betrayal of his 
programme, and if possible to implement it through the agency of another 
party. The Kisan Mazdoor Praja Party was founded as an opposition to the 
Congress Party. When this would not or could not be true to the constructive 
programme which embodied the vision, and wisdom of Gandhiji and which 
alone could meet the needs of the Nation, he had no hesitation in leaving it, 
though he had founded it, for his loyalty was not to the Party, but to the 
country, to the constructive programme which embodied the vision and 
wisdom of Gandhiji and which alone could meet the needs of the Nation. 
Partyless, Kripalaniji is still an acknowledged leader in his own right for he 
is the voice of the people, the voice of vigilance and is often requested by 
all the parties to lead in crucial debates and requested even by the Congrss 
and now the Janata Party to serve as a bridge of understanding and 
conciliation. 

Acharya Kripalani has sharp features which make him distinguished 
looking and a delight for the cartoonist. He has a sharp tongue, which is 
the dismay of his opponents. He has a sharp intellect which is an invaluable 
national asset, for he analyses national problems, puts his finger on the 
true causes and the right remedies. 


INTERPRETER OF GANDHIJI AND A MAN OF THOUGHT AND ACTION 


He is the best interpreter of Gandhiji's thought, and even of Gandhiji's 
action for he himself is both a man who thinks and a man of action. It has 
been said of him : "While others talk on spinning and Khadi, he starts 
centres of production; while they argue about schemes of Basic Education, 
he runs aschool to make his experiment; while others speak he acts, and yet 
while many act, he begins to think, arriving sometimes at novel conciusions 
of his own. He is not afraid of the logic of his thoughts or of expressing 
them. He is often dubbed an extremist and a revolutionary for that is the lot 
of those who are not afraid to think and live up to their thoughts." 


FAMILY HERITAGE 


Kripalani was born in 1888 in Hyderabad, Sind, in an upper middle 
class Hindu Kshatriya Amil family. Kripalani's father was named Bhagwandas 
and his own name is Jiwatram. His father was a Tahsildar (Revenue and 
Judicial Officer). Kaka Bhagawandas lived an austere life and was respected 
for it but he was also much feared for his quick temper. He had seven sons 
and one daughter, the youngest,Kikibehn, who devoted herself to National 
Service. like Maniben Patel. Kripalani was sixth among the children. The 
seventh brother turned into a 'Sanyasi'. The mother like Gandhiji's mother, 


was religious minded. 
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A REBEL STUDENT 


Kripalani was educated in Wilson College. Bombay. D.J. Sind 
College, Karachi, and Ferguson College, Poona. He was a rebel 
and a fighter even in his student days and having caught the fighting 
spirit of the Bengal Partition, he had created trouble for authorities 
of the Wilson College and was forced to migrate tothe D.J. Sind 
College, Karachi. Here too, he made trouble organising a strike 
against the Principal who was an Englishman, for he once said in 
anger, "You Indians are contemptible liars". Kripalani was not the 
one to tolerate this. This was in 1907 and Kripalani was in the 
B.A. class. he was rusticated and could get no admission in any 
of the Colleges in Bombay and went to Poona to join the Ferguson 
College, run by a group of nationalists. He was warned by authorities, 
not to get involved in agitations. He graduated from the Ferguson 
College in 1907. 


Later, he took his M.A. in History and Economics, though 
he had been a lover of English literature, specially English poetry, 
during his student days. He has also been a great lover of the 
Sindhi Poet Shah Abdul Latif's poetry which he often quotes. 


"ACHARYA AND DADA' 


Youthful in spirit and a lover of the young, full of the spirit 
of fight and laughter, Kripalani chose teaching as his career and 
from 1912 to 1917, worked as a Professor of English and History 
at Muzzafarpur College in Bihar. He taught at the Benaras Hindu 
University (1919-20), and from 1920-27 was Principal of Gujarat Vidyapith, 
founded by Mahatma Gandhi. It was here that he came to be called 
Acharya’, which has stuck to his name. From 1927 he became engrossed 
in the Gandhi Ashram work and in the political movements of the 
Indian National Congress. By his political co-workers, he is affectionately 
and respectfully addressed as 'Dada' or elder brother, even as Sadhu 
Vaswani was reverentially and lovingly addressed as ‘Dada Vaswani' 
by his numerous admirers and disciples. In his parting address 
to the students of the Gujarat Vidyapeeth, Kripalani said 'I charge 
you to keep the mirth and joy that is the privilege of youth; Remember, 
however heavy the burdens that life imposes, they are yet light. 
Dismiss with a smile the follies of others and, if you can, try to 
smile at your own. Wherever your lot may be cast, | assure you 
life is worth living even on the rack and the cross". 


A TIRELESS FIGHTER 


Kripalani was Professor in Muzzafarpur College, Bihar, when 
in 1917 he met his Master Gandhiji and cast his lot with him in 
Champaran, the first struggle Gandhiji started in India, to end exploitation 
of the Indigo planters. Since then there has been no turning back. 
He took part in all Congress movements since 1921 and was jailed 
repeatedly. During the Quit India Movement in 1942 too, he was 
arrested and jailed, while Suchetaji whom he had married in 1936. 
went underground and ran skilfully and bravely the underground 
Movement along with Aruna Asaf Ali, Lohia and others. Kripalani 
was released with other Congress leaders in 1945 and after having 
been General Secretary for 12 years (1934-45) was elected President 
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of the Indian National Congress in November 1946, and was President 
of the Congress during the crucial period of the Transfer of Power 
in 1947. In November, 1947,however, he resigned as President, due 
to differences with Jawaharlal Nehru and Vallabhai Patel who were 
in the Government, as he insisted on retaining the supremacy of 
the Organisational Wing of the Congress over the Parliamentary 
Wing, being succeeded by Dr. Rajendra Prasad. Resigning from 
the Congress Party in 1951 he started a Weekly, 'Vigil' by name, 
and founded a new political party the Krishak Mazdoor Praja Party 
— which later merged into the Praja Socialist Party. In 1954, however, 
he resigned even from the Praja Socialist Party and became an 'Independent' 
which role suits him best, for he is independent in his nature, and 
rules and regulations, inevitable in any organisation, always irk 
him. Kripalaniji has hitched his wagon to the star of Gandhiji and 
his programme. He is unflinching in his faith and uncompromising 
in his attitude. Though over 90 years now, his unflinching faith 
zoads him on still : the fire still burns in him, steady and powerful, 
it seeks to warm the distressed and the exploited and to burn their 
»ppressors and exploiters, for he pledged in 1917 to dedicate his 
life to end all exploitation, not the individual sinners, but 'the satanic 
system’. 


"BHISHMA PITAMAH" OF INDIAN POLITICS WARNS THE NATION 


His speech at the Janata Victory celebration meeting at Ramlila 
Grounds in Delhi, broadcast and televised directly, was a historic 
yne and has proved prophetic, for in that moment of jubilation, 
1e had no hesitation to warn the people against the power-seeking 
yoliticians, not to bow down to touch their feet, for they had feet 
f clay and selfish hearts and greedy minds and hence always required 
/igilance on the part of the people, to prevent misuse of political 
ower by them. His voice of vigilance now sounds again and again 
ounselling both the people and the Janata Government, through 
lis telling speeches and his powerful writings, which pour forth 
rom this Bhishma Pitamah of Indian Politics, whose love and loyalty 
re to the country and the nation, first and last. 


YIFFERENCES WITH NEHRU 


Why he has criticised and condemned Indira Gandhi and minced 
o words in taking the Janata Government to task, is clear enough, 
Vhy he clashed with Nehru has been explained thus in his letter 
o Nehru. 

"I believe it a blunder to try to lower Bapu's prestige and 
ttack his policies I believe we shall again need him for a fight 
fhe is alive. I know it as a fact that he is pining for a fight. 
le is only biding his time. That being so, it is politically unwise 
) try to undermine his influence and ridicule his plans. The Congress 
ocialists individually and collectively have done and do this. 


"I believe today you feel more in common with these young 
‘en than with the older group, however good an account it might 
ave given of itself in the past. You feel more at home with them. 
hey are ideologically nearer to you than Bapu PU, (Extract from 
ripalani's letter to Nehru published in Nehru's "A Bunch of Letters”. ) 
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DR. PATTABHI'S APT DESCRIPTION 


The Historian of the Congress, Dr. Pattabhi Sitaramayya has 
described Acharya Kripalani in an arresting manner thus : "The 
Professor with a Professor's proverbial absent-mindedness, coupled 
with a keen grasp of the realities around him; with his deep insight 
into the nature of men and matters; his genuine kindliness of spirit 
masked by a rough exterior; his unfailing courtesies covered by 
his unconventional aberrations; his deep religious longing hidden 
behind his heritical looks and talks, above all his Sindhi Hindu's 
business talents which have built up the largest single khaddar 
organisation in India by individual effort, least suspected because 
of his external don't-care-mannerism; his insight into philosophy, 
psychology and educational theories". 


'A LONELY FIGURE IN POLITICS, BUT RICH IN HIMSELF' 


Sadiq Ali, earlier General Secretary and President of the Indian 
National Congress, now Governor of Bombay has said : "Kripalani's 
is arefined and sensitive nature. It feels out of sorts in the rough 
and tumble of politics. He lacks the drive of ambition to give him 
an excuse for making the kind of compromises which politicians 
practise for achieving personal success. He is, therefore, a lonely 
figure in politics. He belongs to no group. He is wedded only 
to certain principles and doctrines and objectives. If the prizes 
politics has to offer are to be bought at the price of these principles, 
he will have none of them. He is rich enough in himself to do 
without these prizes". 


SAROJINI'S TRIBUTE : "A BELOVED VAGABOND, AN INNER SERENITY" 


Sarojini Naidu in her tribute to Kripalani under the caption 
'A Beloved Vagabond' has referred to the following traits : "an 
ironic humour, a restless vitality and energy, a brilliant mind, and 
a non-conformist challenging spirit,instinctively and arrogantly in 
revolt against all oppressive convention or obsolete tradition retarding 
the complete expression of life". She has underlined the true human 
values of one, who is undoubtedly one of the most remarkable figures 
in our national life’. And she has concluded her sincere,poetic 
and eloquent tribute thus : He is proverbially impulsive,impatient, 
wayward and unaccountable in his moods, and yet so sensitive, 
so responsive to affection and the least gesture of cordial good- 
will or understanding. Who can deny that the kindest and most 
generous heart hides behind his sardonic laughter and provocative 
speech? His finest qualities I find in his uttter intellectual and 
moral integrity, his fierce unswerving loyalty to his personal convictions 
and ideals, above all in his almost repturows-devotion to Mahatma 
Gandhi's teachings, so alien to his original individual beliefs but 
now the breath of his being Who can ever forget his most moving 
concluding speech at the Meerut Congress when he made his superb 
cofession of faith and traced the process of his conversion from 
the doctrine of terrorism to the transfiguring gospel of Non-violence 
and Love? That speech is in itself a perfect auto-biography and 
an enduring memorial of a soul that has passed from turmoil to 
an inner serenity of realization". 
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INNER SERENITY : 'GOD HAS NOT BECOME BANKRUPT' 


"This inner secrenity of realisation’ which Sarojini had glimpsed 
with the prophetic vision of a true poetess, we certainly experienced 
n those terrible times of the dark and dreadful Emergency, when 
ill Hope seemed lost and there was no end in sight of the Terror 
et loose in this land of the Rishis, which seemed then to be dominated 
»y a Demonaic Misrule, instead of Democratic self-rule, when in 
he midst of this undimmed Darkness and the encircling gloom, 
vhen Kumari Vimla Thakur— for long dedicated and dynamic Sarvodaya 
vorker, among the nearest and most devoted to Vinoba, and transformed 
inder Krishnamurthi's soulful influence and Grace, into a Spiritual 
sadhika of a rare quality— shot at Dada Kripalani, the question 
f questions, in a mood of distress and puzzlement, despite her 
Yoga and meditation and the heights reached by her through her 
ong, steady and continued Sadhana. 


Vimla's question was not like Arjuna's qustion to Krishna: 
‘Why shall I fight this futile Fight against Family and Friends? 
/imala, a true Sadhika was a heroine in the undeclared war. She 
ought through prayer and Sadhana and service, in the name of 
od and for the vindication of the dignity of the Human Being, 
s human. Her question was : "Dada, when and How will this Dharma 
uddha (Spiritual Struggle) end? How long still, Dada, How long? 
nstantaneous, unwavering, swift and quick, unhesitating and how 
irm and clear was Dada Kripalani's Reply : "God has not become 
ankrupt". "O Vimala, O Sevakram, O Vaswani”. There was Light 

the midst of Darkness; Firm shining Faith despite the thick dark 
louds. 
ITA : FOUNDATION OF HIS FAITH 


There was no despondency, but bright burning faith that comes 
om a close, regular study of the scriptures—the Gita. How few 
ow that Acharya Kripalani reads the Gita regularly, studies it, 
nders over its message, seeks to imbibe its wisdom. Suchetaji 
d told me : "Gita is Dada's great favourite. He loves to listen 
its music and meaning again and again. His friends, knowing 
is, have taped it for him. And he plays it often again and again." 


IPALANI'S CONTRIBUTIONS ON GANDHIAN THOUGHT 


Chalapati Rao has greeted Kripalani as 'the best commentator 
Gandhiji and K. Rama Rao as one 'who commands a penetrating 
n and wields a flashing tongue’. Indeed Acharya Kripalani, a 
ep thinker, an eloquent speaker and powerful writer, has a number 
fine books to his credit, specially on Gandhian thought. Among 
m are : 'Non-violent Revolution’, 'The Gandhain Way’, 'The Indian 
tional Congress’, 'The Fateful Years’, 'The Politics of Charkha’, 
ndhian Thought’, 'The Voice of Vigilance’ and many others. The 
est and perhaps the best is "Gandhi : His Life and Thought", 
andhi Centenary book, published by the Publication Division, 
vernment of India. His Autobiography will be a fine book. 
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THE LITTLE KNOWN BUT LOVABLE DADA KRIPALANI 


Dada Kripalani keeps thinking, speaking, writing. He is so 
alert despite his '90 years; and he is not forgetful despite his age. 
Instead of your reminding him, often he reminds you of what you 
have forgotten and failed to do, but he does it pleasantly, laughingly 
and not jeering. This has been my personal experience as I assisted 
him along with Suchetaji, when we worked together on his Gandhi 
Centenary Book; "Gandhi : His Life and Thought" and later in a 
rather gloomy atmosphere, while I edited "Sucheta : An Unfinished 
Autobiography", for she had been unexpectedy snatched away from 
him; and then as I helped on his ‘Autobiography’, its second volume 
is nearing completion. 

Kripalani is also very thorough and persevering and utterly and 
absolutely responsible and exceptionally considerate and very human 
and sensitive and decent. He will not want to be unfair in his criticism 
of anyone; he will not have any loose statement; the truth of what 
he says or writes, he would like to be checked and verified properly, 
painstakingly. He will revise his writings, opinions, conclusions according 
to new facts discovered and brought to him. This indeed is Gandhian 
about him—his regard for truth, his human decency, his reverence 
for human personality and his considerate ways for all. This is the 
little known but the most loved and most lovable Dada Kripalani. 


KRIPALANI'S SOLUTION FOR INDIA'S PROBLEMS TODAY 


Kripalaniji has a solution for the problems of free India. It is 
a Gandhian solution. it is appropriate that we apply not only our minds 
but also our hearts, nay our wills, to the implementation of this Gandhian 
solution which is best given in Kripalaniji's own words : "As long 
as there are a hundred different and conflicting problems in India, 
there can be no unity in this unfortunate land. Only when there is 
one supreme problem which we feel we must solve or perish, will 
we be united. Such a supreme problem was that of national independence 
before it was achieved. Today also we have a supreme problem if 
we will but recognise it. it is the problem of the ignorance and poverty 
of our masses. The fate of our democracy and even of our common 
culture depends upon the quick solution of these twin problems of 
poverty and ignorance, Gandhiji recognised these even before Independence 
was achieved. His constructive programmes were designed to combat 
these two evils. He often said that there is no other supreme interest 
of the masses and any other interest that is in conflict with this interest 
must yield place to it. If today this interest is made supreme in the 
life of the educated and the politicians, there will be no communal, 
caste or provincial differences. Then there will be no conflicting 
interest but one supreme interest, an all-dndia interest to which we, 
all must address ourselves. May we have the strength and the wisdom 
to recognise this supreme interest and work for the good and glory 
of our nation". 


May we hark to this appeal of one who has dedicated his life 
to the service of the nation, who has ever put service above self and 
country above party, and may we in our own humble way, each one 
of us, respond to this call which is not only the call of a true interpreter 
and disciple of Gandhi but Gandhiji's own call, nay the call also. of 
our own conscience, our own better self, our true being. 
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HOMAGE TO ACHARYA KRIPALANI * 
BHISHMA PITAMAH OF INDIAN POLITICS 


_ A hero of a hundred fights, a tireless, figher to the last, a fighter 
during the freedom struggle, a relentless fighter for freedom of thought 
and expression, ever wie ing his powerful pen and his sarcastic, vitriolic 
tongue for the same as also his logic and lucidity, the earliest associate 
of Gandhiji in 1917, during TORIS first satyagraha struggle in Champaran, 
elected to the highest office of the President afike aan Wationat Congress 
(Nov. 1946—Nov. 47) during the most crucial period in Indian Politics, 
at the time of the transfer of Power, Acharya J.B. Kripalani, the Bhishma 
Pitamah of Indian Politics passed away on 19th March, 1982 at Sabarmati 
Ashram in Ahmedabad, at the ripe age of 94, having been born in 1988 
in Hyderabad, Sind. In 1936 he married Sucheta Kriplani that fine gem 
of Indian womanhood, who later became the Chief Minister of U.P. ile 
he was General Secretary of the Indian National Congress at Allahabad 
(1934-1946), the ovine dedicated and talented Saliple lived happily there 
at Anand Bhavan as friends of Jawaharlal Nehru and family. 

The best interpreter of Gandhian thought, 'The sentinel of 
Gandhian values' and 'Voice of eternal vigilance’, 'The conscience 
of the country’, 'a man of courage and conviction’ with the ‘quality 
of 'out-spokenness' as he has been rightly described by Prime Minister, 
Indira Gandhi in her tribute to him, Acharya Kriplani was held in 
the highest esteem by all, even his opponents, for unlike most others 
he never sought say poss or position and was very averse to ostertation 
and pomp. He had dignity of simplicity and austerity. He was 
a lover of the Gita as Sucheta Didi had told me and had no attachment 
to position. He had no hesitation to renounce the Presidentship 
of the Congress, when he honestly differed from Jawaharlal Nehru, 
though both had been close colleagues and fast personal friends, 
for his loyalty was greater to Gandhiji and his principles. When 
Congressmen would not follow the Gandhian constructive programme 
in toto, Kripalani had no hesitation to leave the Congress and lay 
the foundations of the Opposition by organising in 1952, the Kissan 
Mazdoor Praja Party, which was joined by the socialists later. But 
Kripalani, uncompromising in his prinsin had no hesitation again 
to leave them too, when they would not follow the Gandhian principles. 
He preferred to stand alone, uncompromising in his lone majesty 
as the voice of the country's conscience, as a solitary crusader 
for right causes. To him success or defeat did not matter. He 
ust do his duty, raise his voice against wrong, speak up for truth. 
ometimes, or quite often, his was a voice in the wilderness. But 
it was the voice of vigilance, the voice of truth. And 'Satyam eva 
ayate', was his faith and is our accepted national creed. 


Tributes have been paid to his vision, wisdom, his integrity, 
is staunch advocacy of and adherence to Gandhian values, by 
he Rashtrapati and all others. The real homage to him will be 
o resolve to remember what surely was the main message of his 
ighting life : 'To stand up for Truth. To speak up for ruth and 
o fight for the right even when alone’. May God grant us, specially 
he leaders of the nation, the strength and wisdom to imbibe this 
loquent lesson of which Acharya Kria s life was a bright, 
Įluminating illustration, for this would be the truest homa : to 
im and to our national heritage, of which he was a living emblem 


nd example. | | 
Published in 1982, as 'A Homage to Acharya Kripalani’ on his passing 
way in "Awakening", Delhi, and “Yuva Bharati", Madras 
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SUCHETA DIDI : LAST GLIMPSES 


Strange is it but true, often though we all human beings forget 
this fact and it it perhaps good that we do so — that 'Death is 
the only certainty in Life’. And Death is an insoluble mystery. How 
and when it will come no body knows. He alone knows who creates, 
dissolves and recreates. Pi 

But the ever fascinating question is : Do we have any premonition 
before the End comes, before the last curtain drops on the last 
scene, in the drama, that is our life? Dada Kripalani, in his ovne. 
Foreword,* has described how the End came. Did Sucheta Didi 
have a premonition of the coming end? Did she know that the End 
was near? 

Did Gandhi know that he was to go? Why did he insist on 
signing his last testament to the Nation that the congress should 
be converted into a Lok Sevak Sangh? Why did he say that he 
may not be there to sign it later? 


Sucheta ae) o- had a premonition too. Dada has described 
what happened on the last two days—29th and 30th November. 
Exactly a week before, Sucheta in her letter of 22nd Nov. to Smt. 
Pramila Dandavate resigned her Presidentship of the Mahila Samiti, 
Delhi, returning all the papers, writing thus in this tell-tale letter, 
perhaps her last, being reproduced here. 


My dear Pramila, New Delhi, the 22nd Nov. 1974 


I am sending you all the resolutions passed by our meeting, 
along with whatever papers | had belonging to the Mahila Samiti. 
I have told my office to send you the paper sent to the Press for 
printing, which is ep today. I am also sending along with 
these papers two collection books. I do so, as I am altogether 
unable to do any work for the Mahila Samiti for the time being. Kripalaniji's 
state of health and my own preclude me from taking any active 
part in the field activities of the Samiti. 

If you don't mind, I would like to resign from the Presidentship 
so that you can appoint somebody more healthy and active as your 
Chairman. I refrain from sending a formal resignation letter as you 
may take it amiss. I will do so, as soon as l hear from you. 


With love and best wishes, Yours sincerely 
To 
Smt. Pramila Dandvate, 
507, Vithalbhai Patel House, 
Rafi Marg, New Delhi - 110 001. 


Less than a week before this, I had received from her the 
following letter : 


New Delhi, the 16th Nov. 1974 


My dear Vaswani, 


Thanks for your Diwali greetings to Dada and myself. We 
convey the same to you and your family. We have not seen you 


* To 'Sucheta- An unfinished Biography’, Memorial Volume, which I edited 
as Dada desired 
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for a long time. When are you visiting Delhi next? Kripalaniji 
is rather ill with a second attack of 'flu'. | am, therefore, writing 
on behalf of both of us. He is feeling very weak : It will take some 
time to recuperate. 

Hope this finds you all in health and spirit. I am so,so. 


Yours sincerely, 
To (Sucheta Kripalani) 
K.N. Vaswani, Esqr., 
59/B-1, Malviya Nagar, 
New Delhi - 110 017. 


Why did she write to me, 'I am so so'. Did she know? Why 
did she write to Pramila "I am altogether unable to do any work" 
returning, whatever papers I had belonging to the Mahila Samiti.’ 
Did she know that her End was near, her time was up? Who can 
say? Who knows? He alone knows. 


A few days after receipt of the letter, I went to see Dada, 
to meet her. Dada was so weak and asleep in his room. We sat 
and talked in low tones, she sitting in the chair, at the Dining table, 
in which Dada now sits and writes, where I see him working on 
his Autobiography, and visit him every morning, since I am working 
on this her Memorial volume. I shall remember what she said there 
during our last meeting face to face. For after that I did not, could 
not, see her in the body. A few days later, I gave a ring to her 
to inquire about the progress in Dada's health. She said : Dada 
is very much better now. There was not only a sense of relief 
and cheer and thanks giving in her voice, but a sense of joy and 
jubilation, so intense that the voice, even though heard through 
the mechanical phone, could communicate itself richly to me. I 
said to my sister at home : 'Dada is very much better now. How 
happy, easy and cheerful, feels Didi now! It comes so clear through 
her voice, even on the phone!" I did not know that I was not 
to hear this voice again, that it would be stilled never to be heard 
again. 

This was the voice that had proudly, reverentially, sweetly, 
musically heralded the Dawn of Freedom for the Motherland by 
singing on the midnight of 14/15 Aug. 1947, in the historic session 
of the Parliament, the National Song Vande Mataram—the historic 
song that had been the inspiration of the Freedom Struggle and 
itself made history on the lips of millions of Freedom Fighters, 
among them Sucheta, one of the heroines of ‘the Underground 
during the 1942 'Quit Indiq' Struggle of great Gandhi, to whom 
Sucheta got so attached, chosen by him as Organising Secretary 
of Kasturba Gandhi Memorial Trust, preceding him in and privileged 
to work with him in Noakhali, as 'Ma' instead of 'Ba’, and carrying 
on after him his great legacy of 'wiping every tear from every 
eye’, through her service of those in distress, specially the downtrodden, 
oppressed victims of violence, communal or other. She had made 
this her life's mission—the service of the refugees. After Noakhali, 
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in Delhi through the Central Relief Committee, those who came from 
West Pakistan, later also those from East Pakistan,later in 1960, 
the Tibetans who flew for dear life from the onslaught of the Chinese 
into India, she worked along with Dalai Lama to rehabilitate them, 
and later still in 1971, she did the same again for those who migrated 
in their millions from East Bengal until it became Bangladesh and 
they, some of them went back. 


Sucheta kept burning bright the Torch of service to the last, 
even as she held aloft the flag of fearless fight against injustice 
to the very end. As Dada has narrated in his Foreword, she continued 
her work for the Sangharash Samiti, in Delhi, day and night, without 
sparing herself, till she fell a voluntary victim, an overworked soldier, 
wounded over much in the struggle launched by Jaya Prakash for 
Total Revolution—the Dream of a New India. She continued to serve 
to the end, not only Dada, as an Ideal Indian wife, but also the 
People in need of aid, as their 'Ma’, as they affectionately and reverently 
called her. Among her papers, I have found a number of slips of 
paper, which are receipts for aid. Here is a sample : "Received 
Rs. 20 from Mrs. Kripalani in aid". Malati Das, 28.11.74 

Mark the date 28.11.74. And Dada has described what happened 
on 29th & 30th Nov. And note how the record for aid was kept 
up to date, the account maintained scrupulously, as Bapu had taught 
her during her Kasturba Gandhi Memorial Trust work. 

I can go on recalling and writing about her—what she told 
me during what was fated to be the last meeting, how she had done 
duty as a devoted wife, as nurse, despite the other nurse, even 
as a cook, when the cook was not there and even when there he 
was, in her deep concern, herself to give Dada all he needed; She 
was indeed tired and none too well herself. | volunteered to come 
and stay, to send my sister for help, but she said : 'No, Girdhari 
is coming to stay. If I need, I shall let you know.' I said : 'You 
have to be careful. Take care of your own health too, not to overstrain 


yourself. But this narration too must end, even like her life. What 
a Life! 


It was Ist December 1974, I was hearing the 8'O clock morning 
news on the Radio, and then came the sad announcement of Sucheta's 
sudden unexpected end. It was difficult to believe. The mind resisted 
and whispered : 'I had talked to her. She had sounded so alive 
and full of hope. But it had happened. Quickly, I got ready and 
hurried to what used to be her home at A-4, Sarvodaya Enclave. 
How she and Dada, had laughingly, teasingly told me the story 
of how the land was bought, the house built—Dada, saying in his 
usual characteristic Kripalani way—" What for would I build a house 
—myself being content to live in a corner in some Ashram®*® as 
before. It was she, she has built this—her foresight, her plan, 
her every thing". Yes, indeed it was hers-everything. The plan, 
evrything had been well conceived, each room, for did I not remember, 
how earlier, once, she had taken me round the house, from room 
to room, describing in detail, how she had conceived, planned and 
built it, so as to make it very economical as well as commodius 


* Dada passed away in Sabarmati Ashram, Ahmedabad, 19th March. 1982. 
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and comfortable for themselves and for any guests that came, and 
how well she had decorated it. She was an artist in house-decoration, 
you could sense the Bengali in her - the rich cultural heritage of 
Bengal in artistic expression and arrangement, in the paintings, 
the flowers, the colours, the sounds, the gestures, all that greeted 
you when you met her. You breathed all this silent beauty and charm 
when you were with her. She was so alive with it, she infused 
you with it, as a flower does with its fragrance. 

I had reached her house—no longer her home. She lay amidst 
flowers. I placed one more among them. Girdhari was there and 
others and Dada— it was so difficult for him, difficult even for us 
to look at him, so weak already and so over whelmed now by what 
was such a great blow. he appeared indeed dazed and dumb founded— 
he, who, Sucheta had told me, loved to hear again and again the 
Gita. It was his favourite - he had it on a tape, which he would 
play again and again. Afriend had presented this to him, she said 
knowing how much and how often he loved to listen to it. But 
now I saw Dada, sitting, beside her body, as if not there, with a 
bowed head, as with a bowed spirit. Came for condolence so many 
and went away, among them Indira Gandhi and the President of 
the Indian Republic, as also the President of the Congress (O) Ashok 
Mehta, and so many others, great and small—who is great or small 
in the presence of Death, the great leveller? 

And then in the van to the Crematorium. Many in the family 
and among friends did not wish Dada to undergo the strain of 
accompanying Sucheta on her last journey. But he was so bowed 
down, was yet so forbidding-who could dare to tell him? So we 
all prayed hard in our hearts, and let him have his way-to accompany 
her to the very end. She was a brave woman, a heroic one. And 
so was he. It was quite a moving experience including the Ram 
Dhun at the Crematorium, where every thing ends and this narrative 


too. 


Sucheta is no more. Still Sucheta lives as a spirit - the spirit 
of service, Seva, which suffused her life. Yes, and the spirit of 
Sacrifice, Shakti. 'Istri' (Woman) Shakti, of which she was a 
shining example, a bright incarnation, ever a fearless fighter in 
all good causes, to the very last. She lives in the human spirit 
of courage and conviction - fearless, courageous fight for one's 
convictions, despite all consequences. She lives in the human 
spirit of compassion, healing where there is suffering. Her life 
was a sangam of courage, compassion and dedication, and so Sucheta, 
who is no more, still lives and will continue to live as an inspiration. 
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LETTERS TO AND FROM ACHARYA KRIPALANI 


Dear Dada Kripalani, Kanyakumari 12.10.1978 


I have been wanting to write to you since I came here and 
you had told me at Delhi that you would be in Madras at Shri Patwart's 
during October too, since onOctober 8, Smt. Subbahluxmi, the great 
musician was to give her music performance in Madras and the raceipts 
would go to Sucheta Memorial. 


I read in the papers that Tamil Nadu, with a Gandhian like 
Patwariji as Governor was to have a week-long Gandhi Jayanti Celebrations, 
which would be inauguarated by you at a function. I trust this 
function too would have gone off well, for despite the lack of good 
performance by the Janata Government, people are enthusiastic about 
Gandhian programmes of constructive work. 


I was so happy to find, when I met Patwariji here during his 
visit to us on the occasion of our celebrating the 7th anniversary 
of the Inauguration of Vivekananda Rock Memorial in September 
last, that he was very keen on Gandhiji's Constructive Programmes, 
specially Prohibition and Khadi. He was so very earnest and enthusiastic 
about these Programmes that I felt he would really do something 
in Tamil Nadu despite some senior officials, who are not much in 
favour of Prohibition. There is news now that he is going to be 
more strict in the matter of Liquor Permits for officials. I wish there 
were a few more Governors like him, sincere about the Gandhian 
Programmes. 


l am sure you and he will be glad to know that we in the 
Vivekananda Kendra have this year started an Amber Charkha Unit 
in our Campus in Vivekanandapuram. I inauguarated it on | lth September 
on the 8th anniversary of the inauguration of the Rock Memorial. 
On 2nd October, we had a special programme, our Life Worker Trainees, 
plying the Amber Charkha, as part of the Programme, which included 
Shramdan by way of cleaning the playground and a Peace March 
to the Vivekananda Beach, a programme of Ram Dhun there and 
in the night, 5 minutes speeches by each one of our Life Worker 
Trainees based on their study of Gandhian Literature, an Exhibition 
of which we had held for the preceding two days. The programme, 
was wound up by me by narrating some moving and meaningful 
anecdotes of Gandhiji, and reciting Gandhi's favourite. 'Lead Kindly 
Light’. And we concluded, with a Bengali Lady singing Gandhiji's 
famous favourite Ekla Chalo. A number of girls are learning and 
earning through this Amber Charkha, though at present they get 
only Rs. 2/- per day, for it is only a two Spindle Charkha, until 
the six Spindle Charkhas become available. This may be a little 
heavy for the girls, but the earning will be Rs. 4/- or more per day 
of 8 hours. 

Any more Reviews of the Book "Sucheta : An Unfinished 
Autobiography" I had seen only the one in "Himmat". In his letter 
to me : Krishna Kripalani gave a hint that you are feeling quite 
sad and dejected with the unhappy situation in the country and 
your not being able to do much to mend matters. All of us indeed 
are so sad about what is happening in the Janata Party and in the 
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country. Every one seems to think "But what can we do?" And 

then | remember again and again what you told Vimala Thaker in 

a moving private interview during the Emergency when I was present 

4 yaar paee in the same room. "God has not gone bankrupt" you 
ad said. 


"What hope and what Faith Dada has in his heart, inspite 
of his characteristically sarcastic tongue? said we, Vimala and Sevakram 
and I , as we sat thinking of what you had said. These words 
proved prophetic when the Emergency was lifted and Elections came 
and came the Results. Again and again these words ring in my 
ears and I like to chant them like a Mantra, when I feel unhappy 
and dejected with what is happening around and what is not happening. 
I hope in this encircling gloom, God will once again show the glimmer 
of His Light and all will be well yet. Trust, Dada, this finds you 
in good health and you are taking good care of it. Many look 
to you for guidance and hope youwould along with J.P. guide the 
erring steps of those whom you helped to put in seats of power. 
Let me close this long letter for the pen has flowed on. 

With Best Wishes and deepest Regards, Yours affectionately, K.N. Vaswani. 


My Dear Vaswani (Camp, Raj Bhavan. Madras-600 022) 19.10.1978 


Thanks for . our letter dated 12th October 1978. I am glad 
to know about the various constructive activities that you and your 
Kendra have under-taken. I wish you all success in your efforts 
and those of your colleagues there. 

There is one complaint of the spinners there. They said that 
the Spinners Association there is not able to supply them with 
Amber Charkhas. They are therefore obliged to use the usual Kissan 
Chakha. But the authorities refused to take yarn produced on that 
Charkha. If you can look into this matter, I have no doubt you 
will do it. I feel as long as the Spinners Associatin cannot supply 
Amber Charkhas, it must accept yarn spun on the old Charkha. 

So far as Sucheta's Book is concrned there were reviews of 
it in several other papers including the Indian Express. But the 
reviews are not as plenty as the book deserves. Nowadays the 
best advertisement for books is done when the book is presented 
in a public meeting to one of the great ones in the Government. 
This idea did not occur to us at that time As for the second edition 
if and when the occasion arises I shall let you know and solicit 
your help. 

If ever you are passing this way on your return toDelhi please 
come and meet me. You will be my guest at Raj Bhavan. 


As at present I have decided to be in Delhi by the beginning 

of December, I do hope you will be there at that time. 
Yours. J.B. Kripalani 

La a er 
My Dear Dada Kripalani, 16.10.1979 | have been following with great 
interest your activities through the Press, reporting your statements 
on the events and carrying your articles and reflections. From 
Madras you flew to Delhi and thence along with Shri Sanjiva Reddy, 
you and Patwariji flew together to Patna to be present at the anguished 
soul Jaya Prakash Narayan's last rites. A sincere soul and an 
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earnest seeker, a courageous fighter for Freedom, whom the Britisher 
could not hurt as much in 1942, as Indira's Emergency could hurt 
and even more the unexpected break-up of the Janata party which 
shattered his dream of Total Revolution and would have cut him 
deeply to the core. He would certainly have died a broken hearted 
man. A bruised soldier, hit and hurt allover, with a broken body 
and even more, a broken heart and a wounded soul - Jaya Prakash 
died a Martyr's death and lived a heroic life of struggle, always 
seeking, always selfless, never finding, though he marched from 
Marxism to Socialism, Sarvodaya and Gandhism. Salutations to 
him and to you who now are left alone to voice the feelings of 
the voiceless millions, the voice of the conscience of the people 
to an erring increasing number of self-seeking, selfish politicians, 
improving upon each other's record of errant and utter selfishness 
and self-aggrandisement, without any sense of shame, without any 
sense of decency, leave aside any feeling of patriotism. 

I learn from my sisters that you are in Delhi now and as it 
is getting cooler, I expect you are staying on there and are in good 
health as usual. I was expecting to reach Delhi on 17th Oct. But 
now J shall be reaching there ony on 31st October. I hope to stay 
there for about 6 weeks. Soon after my reaching Delhi. I shall 
come and pay my respects to you. 


I expect Shri Krishnaswamy is assisting and looking after 
you. May your voice of warning be heard and heeded in this 
tragic troubleful time. 


With love and deepest Regards. Wishing you a Happy Diwali at 


an Unhappy time. Yours affectionately, K.N. Vaswani 
My Dear Dada Kripalani, 9-9-1980 


I wrote to you from Kanyakumari inApril at Joslok Hospital 
twice. News reports now indicate that you are now in Madras, 
with the loving family of your friend and admirer Dear Shri Patwariji 
who has distinguished himself more as a Gandhian Governor and 
a gracious man, than as only a Governor, Please convey my Best 
Regards to him. 


I would very much like to know about the present state of 
your health. Dear Eknathji is still in Delhi undergoing Homoepathic 
treatment for his recovery from his cerebral stroke. He is very much 
better now and is steadily improving in health and strength. I was 
with him in Delhi on this 27th August to discuss important matters 
with him along with our General Secretary hri G. Vasudeo. I have 
come back here for the special celebrations of the Anniversary of the 
Inauguration of the Rock Memorial on this 1 1th September in the Decennial 
year. 


I am happy to see from reports of your statements in the Press 
that you are as alert as ever despie you age. | pray with all my heart 
to God to grant you strength to continue to be a vigilant and stirring 
voice of conscience, warning and guiding the country in the difficult 
years that are with us and seem to be immediately ahead of us. May 
we, the people also be guided by God to hark to your voice of warn- 
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ing and heed your mature wisdom in the interests and for the progress 
of the Nation. 

With Deepest Regards and Prayers for your Health, 

My Dear Dada, Yours affectionately, K.N. Vaswani 
My Dear Dada Kripalani, 8-6-1981 So glad to read your article "Must 
We Forget?" In /ndian Express 6-6-81 in the characteristic Kirpalani 
style, very telling, full of sarcasm and flings at all including of course 
the Politicians and the People-those in Authority and all of us - also 
an educative and instructive and factual and topical article. 

It is clear therefore that despite advancing age, the intellect 
is sharp and the mind has all the alertness, and the wit, humour and 
sarcasm come readily and flow abundantly like a spontaneously flowing 
stream meandering and gurgling to the delight and benefit of all, 
though also to the embarrassment of some, who also really need it 
as a purifier. 

I trust and pray Dear Dada, that you are in fairly good health, 
Our President Shri Eknathji is improving in health steadily but slowly 
and so I need to remain here to attend to him and help in the work 
here. By God's Grace I am maintaining my health. 

With Love and Best Regards, Yours affectionately, K.N. VASWANI 
J.B. Kripalani, A4, Sarvodaya Enclave, Sri Aurobindo Marg, New Delhi - 110017 
My Dear Vaswani, Phone : 665676 

Many thanks for your letter, I wonder if among the othe ar- 
ticles you read one which I have written about the "Census" If you 
have not read it, you must read it or else I shall give it to you when 
you come here. 

It is the mercy of God that my brain somewhat works yet. As 
for my body, I am almost the whole day lying in bed. How ever, it 
cannot be helped. That too is God's mercy. | am sorry that your Chief 
Eknathji is still ailing. I hope he will soon be alright with the mercy 
of God and relieve you of some of your work. 

I am looking forward to your coming. It is good that you are 
coming in July and not earlier. It is no use coming at present in this 
blinding heat. 

I don't mind much the heat. But the fact is periodically my airconditioner 
goes wrong. Then it takes the repairers to put it right a fortnight or 
so. All the mechanics have gone to the countries of ‘liquid gold’. 

How ever, one has to bear with all the gifts of God. Sometimes 
they are sweet, and sometimes they are bitter. If we enjoy the sweet, 
we must also tolerate the bitter. 


I hope you are keeping your health, and your institution is prospering 
With love, Dada. 


50 Surrender to God is Best 


My dear Dada Kripalani, July 1, 1981, 

So very glad to get your beautiful letter rich with its sense of resignation to the 
Will of God in a spirit of cheerfulness and the inspiring feelings of joyous 
surrender both to the Sweet and the Bitter that He sends in His Mercy. 

I do very clearly remember having read your article on ‘the Census’, full 
of fun and a sense of laughter and satire as it was, and now again I have read in 
the ‘Indian Express' June 22, 1981, your beautiful contribution. 'Talking of Suc- 
cession-I' which begins with Rajiv and in your special inimitable Kripalani style 
of gentle irony and soft and subtle touches of sarcasm, presents the qualities of 
India's Cultural Tradition of Synthesis of the old and new. 

I had commended it to our lecturers here who deliver talks on Indian 
Culture and they all enjoyed reading the Article, even as they delighted in 
reading your fine letter and admired how at your age the wit and the wisdom 
remained and shone with a brilliance, the mind's alertness being so extraordinar- 
ily sharp, through God's Grace, as you have gratefully acknowledged in your 
fine letter which we all shall treasure in our memory as a gift from "the Grand Old 
Man" of Gandhiji's generation, at present the only living sentinel of the values 
of that great age of Gandhi, as we all together thought of you. 


Trust you are maintaining your health. 
With Love and deepest Regards, Yours affectionately, K.N. VASWANI 


Letter from Shri Jairamdas, concerning Sindhi Language. 
14, Tughlak Road, New Delhi - 11. 
My Dear Vaswani, 27-7-69 — 9:30 p.m., 

I remember that you had told me some months ago that at the time of 
the Constituent Assembly you and Mr. Butani and possibly some others 
had seen Dr. Rajendra Prasad in regard to the inclusion of Sindhi in the 
Constitution. / would like to have as full an account as you can now 
recall of the entire conversation on that occasion. Would you kindly try 
your best and recall it and put it down for me. I am anxious to know 
everything in connection with the question of Sindhi in the Constitution. 
Do please undertake this trouble. In this connection the following points 
apart from others which occur to you may kindly be covered :- 

1. The month, date and year of the interview. Was it before or after the 
Assembly had passed the section about the Scheduled languages. 
2. Who were with you. 
3. What exactly were the words used by Dr. Rajendra Prasad 
4. Was anything given by you and others in writing to him. 
5. Did ary of you also see me in this connection. If so what was the conver- 
sation. 
6. If you did not see, what were the reasons for not seeing me. 
7. Did you or others see Acharya Kripalani or Sidhwa, the two other Sindhi 
members of the Assembly. 
8 Was anything written in the press by any Sindhi in this matter at that time. 
In which paper was it and round about when? 
9. Did any Sindhi association or Sabha also move in the matter at that time. 
Which? What exactly did they do? 
Please excuse the trouble I am giving you. Kindly treat this as very urgent. 
Do you know Mr. Butani's address in Delhi. 
With kind regards, 

Yours affectionately, Jairamdas 


"Love God with all your heart" 51] 
GEMS FROM J.P. VASWANI AND A LETTER OF BLESSINGS 


J.P. Vaswani 10, Sadhu Vaswani Path, Poona-411001(1ndia) 
Beloved and Esteemed Brother, October 31, 1979, 

Your very kind letter of the 27th instant, with enclosures, 
has just reached me. It is always a joy and a blessing to hear from 
you. 

| feel grateful to you for having written on “Swami Vivekananda 
and Sadhu Vaswani.” Who but you would be able to produce such 
a beautiful booklet on these two lofty souls, who were truly kindred 
in spirit? | am passing on your your manuscript to Dada Gangaram 
and am requesting him to have it published, if possible, on the 
occasion of the sacred Birth-Centenary. 

I am requesting the offices of the “Mira” and the “East and 
West Series”, to mail copies of the journals regularly to the Library 
at Vivekanandapuram. 

I occasionally receive copies of the “Vivekananda Kendra 
Patrika”, and shall feel grateful to receive them regularly. 
How are you in health and strength? November 2Sth is nigh. Out 
of the City of God Beloved Dada came to this earth, which abounds 
in ignorance and misunderstanding. In many hearts he kindled the 
light of wisdom and love. In his eyes was a wonder. He mingled 
with men, but his was a spirit unique, simple, profound. And as 
he moved from place to place, he gave this one message:- “Love 
God with all your mind and heart and soul, and give the service 
of love to all who suffer and are in pain,” In this simple message 
of Beloved Dada are the seeds of a new life. 


I seek your blessings. 
Yours in the One Service J.P.Vaswani 


A PRAYER 


"May I be for all, a healer of pain; 

May I be to those that ail, a doctor and nurse 

May I be to the poor, a treasure untold 

May I be a defender to those that lie forsaken on the road side; 
May I be a lamp that holds the light to those that have gone astray; 
And may I be to those that long for the other shore, a boat and 


a bridge. 


FOUR SIMPLE RULES 
Be simple in dress and daily living! Be pure as the lotus in the lake! 
Be prayerful as the daisy that ever turns to the sun! 


Be helpful to as many as you can. 3 | 
And you will shine as shineth the moon in clear, cloudless skies. 


52 Prayer purifies and sanctifies us. 


SHRI JAIRAMDAS DOULATRAM 
FREEDOM FIGHTER, NATIONAL LEADER, TRUE PATRIOT 


A son of Sind, born in Karachi on July 21, 1891, to a distinguished 
Sindhi Family, his father Doulatram, a leading advocate, his uncle 
Dayaram Jethmal, a philanthropist after whom was named the first 
College in Sind -D.J. Sind College, Karachi, Sarojini Naidu, in her 
poetic way, had called him ‘a lamp in the Desert’ for his shining 
intelligence, with which he served the nation through the Indian 
National Congress, which selected him General Secretary in 1929 and 
1934 and Member of the Working Committee for 12 years, 1928-1940. 

He came in personal contact with Gandhiji in 1915, when Gandhi 
returned from South Africa, became his devoted follower and actively 
participated in his constructive Programmes of Khadi and Village 

_Industries and in all movements, from the Non-co-operation Movement 
of 1920 to the Quit India Movement of 1942 and suffered imprisonment 
several times, sustained a bullet wound in the firing in Karachi 
in the Salt Satyagraha Movement in 1930, when Gandhiji sent a 
Congratulatory Telegram. "Consider Jairamdas fortunate. Bullet 
wound in thigh better than Prison, wound heart Better still". 


GANDHIJI HAD GREAT FAITH IN HIM: "I SWEAR BY 
JAIRAMDAS, TRUER MAN I HAVE NOT HAD THE HONOUR OF 
MEETING ONE OF THE GREATEST PERSONS IN INDIA". 

"THE INTELLIGENCE THAT HE POSSESSES AND THE PRESTIGE 
THAT HE ENJOYS, ARE AS GREAT AS HIS PURITY". Jairamdas 
was also very close to Sardar Patel and Rajendra Prasad. 


In 1926, Jairamdas, had been elected to Bombay Legislative 
Council, but soon gave it up at Gandhi's bidding. In 1946, he became 
member of the Constituent Assembly. On August 15, with India's 
Independence, he was appointed Governor of Bihar. In.1948 he 
became Union Minister of Food & Agriculture in place of Dr. Rajendra 
Prasad. I remember this, for having been Prof. of Agricultural Economics 
in the Govt. College in Sind, when I joined in Delhi, as Senior Marketing 
Research Offier, in the Ministry of Agriculture in 1948, while my 


order of appointment was signed by Dr. Rajendra Prasad, it was 
Shri Jairamdas who soon took over. 


I had been in close touch with him in Sind, because of my 
interest in the National Movement and participation in it as Secretary, 
Youth League, and when in 1946 I was selected by the Bombay 
Sind Public Service Commission as Prof. of Agricultural Economics 
in the Govt. College, while I was Prof. in the Dayaram Gidumal National 
College, before joining, | had consulted him, if with my national 
background, I should join or not. He advised me to join, telling 
it will give you a good opportunity to visit villages officially,do 
economic research and be able to influence students. 


In 1948, he was so nice that he would stop his car, whenever 
he would notice me on the road, take me with him and discuss with 
me the problems of the Sindhi Refugees, rehabilitated in his Ministry 
and elsewhere, and I became a Representative of them, whom he 


would call to know about their grievances and difficulties to find 
solutions for them. 


God is omnipresent as our Protector. 53 


From 1950 to 1955 he was Governor of Assam and with his 
research bent of mind he did very useful work in the History, customs 
and culture of the Tribal people, as I came to know from him as 
he showed some of his papers to me, for our contacts continued— 
his only daughter Prema had been my student. 


Jairamdas had been a veteran journalist for varying periods 
- Editor of the Sindhi National Journal "The Hindu’, 'The Hindustan 
Times', Delhi, and Gandhiji's Weekly - 'The Young India’. 

In 1957, he became Chief Editor, 'Collected Works of Mahatma 
Gandhi’, on the demise of the Gandhian Bharatan Kumarappa, in 
his place, and gave me the privilege, after I had been Editor for 
2 years (1955-57) of ‘Bharat Sevak', English Monthly of All India 
Bharat Sevak Samaj, to join him as one of the Editorsof the 'Collected 
Works of Mahatma Gandhi’, where I continued from 1957, for 14 
years till 1971, when I retired, destined as I was by God's Grace,to 
be associated with the Vivekananda Rock Memorial andVivekananda 
Kendra, as Editor their English Monthly 'Yuva Bharati’, and as President 
and Vice-President for more than 25 years, perhaps till God chooses 
to retire me from this world. 

Jairamdas however soon left his onerous heavy duties as 
Chief Editor, Collected Works of Mahatma Gandhi, as he was nominated 
Member of the Rajya Sabha, where he continued till 1976. 

My contacts with him continued, and had become more cordial 
and intimate, I used to go to his house, where he used to invite 
me as Editor to discuss about our work and have lunch there on 
his affectionate insistence. We also used to discuss about the 
Recognition of the Sindhi Language as the 15th Language in the 
Indian Constitution, for while working as Editor of "Bharat Sevak", 
journal of the All India Bharat Sevak Samaj,of which Jawaharlal 
Nehru was the President, We-Hashu Kewalramani, Tirath Vasant, 
Dr. Haru Sadarangani, K.R. Malkani, K.S. Sainani, Lakshman Khubchandani 
and others had founded the Sindhu Samaj, for strengthening the 
movement for the Recognition of Sindhi, for, being in Delhi, we 
could play a significant role in it. I had been elected its first President 
with Sainani and Khubchandani as Secretaries. 


I would go to Jairamdas and seek his advice in this matter 
and other matters, for example the Issue of a stamp in memory of 
Sadhu Vaswani. Through his influence and personal appeal, Sadhu 
Vaswani Stamp was issued in 1969, on his 90th Birthday, alongwith 
the Stamp on Gandhi, the same year being his Centenary year, and 
on Guru Nanak, the same year being his 5th Centenary year. By 
God's Grace, and persistent,and constant efforts of the Sindhi People, 
supported by the efforts of Jairamdas who had influence in high 
Congress Circles, and his intelligent understanding and co-operation 
with Shri Vajpayee of the B.J.P., the Sindhi Language was recognised 
in 1967 as the 15th Language in the Indian constitution-a great 
achievement and a historic one, with tremendous consequences 
and benefits to the Sindhi Community, safeguarding their Identity, 
as Jairamdas had done in the matter of retaining ‘Sind’ in the National 
Anthem, by writing to and complimenting Jawaharlal Nehru. 


34 Be a hero in the strife of Life! 


Shri Jairamdas was a man of vision and wisdom-a far seeing person who 
had the reputation of a Statesman, not just a politician. His advice and views 
were respected in high Congress Circles. He was a man of many talents-had 
been a brilliant student, a good lawyer, who could advocate, plead and present 
a case skilfully, cogently, convincingly, politely. constructively, persuasively. 
and he was very painstaking and thorough, in studying any matter-it was said 
about him, that as a Minister, he knew about the matters in his Ministry, very 
much more than his Secretaries, having hmself studied the files very carefully. 
He himself had told me, he sat long, late in the night for this work. He had a 
Research bent of mind, was indeed a scholar, a man of letters, who studied a 
great lot even in regard to Sindhi Language and went deep into matters-this we 
found also when he was Chief Editor of Collected Works of Mahatma Gandhi’. 
He told us that we had great responsibility for, Gandhi Works will go all over the 
World, and what we present must be authentic, as it will be taken as authoritative, 
therefore we must be precise, as well as concise. 


He was a sensitive soul, a very refined person, always properly and 
nicely dressed. with a composed mind, a welcoming, cheerful countenance, a 
greeting smile, absolutely correct in all his ways. He would not accept anything 
slipshod. He would guide and correct you nicely and effectively, as he did me 
once, when I took a bunch of papers to him as Editor. He took the bunch from me 
and without saying a word, quietly arranged the papers properly. That was a 
great lesson for me and I still remember and thank him for it. How a person can 
be very gentle and yet create a great and a fine sense of discipline. This must 
have been the secret of his magic influence with his co-workers in the 
Congress.winning their love and loyalty, not only for him, but also for the work 
or duty assigned to them. 


He was a man of principles, with the courage of his convictions and 
would express them, even when he knew that many would not appreciate or 
understand them at that time, though later they may do so-for example his plea 
for adopting the Devnagri script for Sindhi Language, even as was Vinoba’'s idea 
for all other languages. He suffered the wrath of many Sindhis in the matter, who 
now have begun somewhat to see his foresight in this matter, as the younger 
generation of Sindhis, clamour for more and more Sindhi books, in Devnagri 
script. 

Dada Jairamdas belonged to the old idealistic Gandhian generation of 
Congressmen who believed in Simplicity, Sincerity, Sympathy, Seva and Sacrifice, 
and lived these ideals. I have seen Dada Jairamdas live according to these 
ideals. Governor for many years and Cabinet Minister at the Centre,he lived a 
simple, austere life, having helped silently those in poverty and distress, giving 
away all he had, specially among the Refugees. who when they came, settled 
down long in his Bungalow, and whom he tried to settle down in jobs and other 
ways. In the last days, he lived with his wife in a small house, like a poor man and 
passed away in Delhi on Ist March 1979. He, like Lal Bahadur Shastri another 
simple, great man, died without leaving any riches. "DADA JAIRAMDAS HAS 
LEFT BEHIND, WHAT IS MOST PRECIOUS, A RICH LEGACY AND INSPIRING 
EXAMPLE OF HIS NOBLE AND DEDICATED LIFE, which is scarce to-day, not 
only in India but everywhere in the modern, mad, materialistic world, where 
Ideals. and Morals. are declining, and money and evil are ruling. 


_ Govt. of India issued on 21.7.1985, a Memorial Stamp, in honour of Shri 
Jairamdas Doulatram, a true patriot, a great son of India. 


‘A 
Ji 


Devotion is the source of Excellence. 


DR. CHOITHRAM GIDWANI 


FREEDOM FIGHTER, OPPONENT OF PARTITION, 
CHAMPION OF REFUGEES 


Rousing Lion of Sind, Dr. Choithram Gidwani was known as 
SIND JO GAJANDAR SHER. as Lala Lajpatrai was known as the 
Lion of Punjab. for Dr. Choithram was a very powerful speaker. 
who roused the emotions of the audience by his inspiring oratory. 
often quoting the Gita. calling for patriotic action and sacrifice 
for the sake of Swaraj. himself. being an embodiment of Simplicity. 
Service and Sacrifice. In 1924 Gandhiji wrote about him in his 'Young 
India’ : "He has sacrificed everything and turned ‘Fakir’. all for 
the sake of this country". 


My first acquaintance with him. was on the occasion of the 
60th Birthday of Mahatma Gandhi, in 1929, when as a student, | 
received from him, the First Prize for my speech on Mahatma Gandhi. 
The prize was a 'Hundi’ of ten tupees. which could be cashed at 
the Khadi Bhandar by buying Khadi. and this made me a proud 
Khadi wearer. which I became for my whole life. 


Dr. Choithram was a fighter. a fighter for Freedom who was 
jailed again and again and commanded the respect of the people 
and therefore was. for 25 vears or more, President of the Sind congress. 
almost continuously as Jamshed Mehta, was the Mayor of the Karachi 
Corporation for 20 years and considered the builder of Modern 
Karachi. And both were closely associated with the Congress Sessions 
in Karachi. in 1931. Dr. Choithram, as Chairman of the Reception 
Committee. while Vallabhai Patel was the President of the Congress. 
Gandhiji also came and was greeted by excited Youth, wearing black 
badges. holding black flags and crying : "Give us back our Bhagatsingh". 
for he was returning after meeting Lord Irwin. the Viceroy of India 
who had turned down his request for not hanging Bhagatsingh. 
The Karachi Congress passed the Resolution on Fundamental Rights 
which later were embodied as the Directive Principles in the Indian 
Constitution. 

Subash Bose who had criticised the Gandhi Irwin Agreement, 
after the Dandi March Salt Satyagraha Movement of 1930, also came. 
but let the Agreement be approved and Gandhi go to the Round 
Table Conference in London. as the Sole Representative of the Congress. 

As an admiring enthusiastic college student who came to 
attend the Congress. | also got an Autograph from my Hero Subash 
Chandra Bose. He wrote the words : "Freedom or Death" and really 
lived his message and when news came of his death in an air-crash, 
| quoted this message of his in my Article on him in the ‘Karachi 
Daily’ and other papers and expressed my conviction that the future 
Historians will justly recognise his vital role in the History of the 
Freedom Movement. 

Dr. Choithram was born on 25th December. the same date. 
as Pandit Madan Mohan Malaviya. and in 1989. the same year as 
Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru. He was born in Hyderabad Sind. the educational 
and cultural capital of Sind and now the capital of Sind. Educated 
at the famous Navalrai Hiranand Academy. he sery ed asa Teacher. 
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In 1910, theyear when Sadhu Vaswani went to the Berlin Congress 
of Religions, as India's Representative, Dr. Choithram founded a 
Brahamacharya Ashram in Hyderabad Sind on the lines of Gurukul 
Kangri at Hardwar, to train youth for social work. Kaka Saheb 
Kalelkar, Acharya Kripalani and Swami Govindananda were among 
the teachers there. It was later that Acharya Kripalani went to 
Gandhiji's Gujarat Vidya Peeth where Acharya A.T. Gidwani had 
been principal before. The Brahmacharya Ashram also served as 
a refuge for the underground revolutionaries from different parts 
of the country, including the famous Hansraj, wireless. 


In 1913, when Tagore received the Nobel prize for Literature 
for his 'Gitanjali', Dr. Choithram joined as Medical Officer, Hyderabad 
Central Prison. He resigned, when asked to go abroad to serve 
the Army, in the First World War, and chose to plunge wholeheartedly 
in public, social and political work. He belonged to the Extremist 
Group led by Lokmanya Tilak. 


In 1915, visiting Bombay, at the time of the Congress Session, 
Dr. Choithram invited Gandhi to visit Sind, which Gandhiji did in 
February 1916, when Dr. Choithram, as organiser, accompanied him. 
In 1918 Dr. Choithram organised a Hartal against the Rowlatt Act. 

In 1919, he led a large delegation from Sind to Amritsar Congress 
and became the First President of the Sind Provincial Congress 
Committee and continued in the post till partition, for he was so 
popular, active and devoted. In 1920, Dr. Choithram was appointed 
Member of the All India Congress Committee and jailed for 18 months 
for participating in the seditious Non-co-operation Movement. He 
was jailed again in 1923, as Editor 'Hindu', Sindhi National Daily, 
jailed in 1930 for 2 years during the Dandi March Salt Satyagraha 
Movement, also jailed in 1932, 1933, 1940 and in 1942 in the Quit 
India Movement and released after 3 years in 1945. 


Dr. Choithram Gidwani, in addition to his political work, was 
a great Social Worker, opposing dowry, engaging in Humanitarian 
work, charitable dispensaries, Pathshallas, Narishallas, and organised 
relief work during flood, famine, earthquake and was an excellent 
Fund-raiser for all welfare works, for people had great faith in him. 


He was elected a member of the Sind Assembly in 1939, after 
Sind became a separate Province in 1936, and such was his influence 
that in 1946, Sind was the only Province, where all the 22 non- 
Moslem seats were captured by the Congress. 

Dr. Choithram was a FEARLESS FIGHTER. It was to his credit 
that he had the courage to oppose Gandhi at the A.1.C.C. meeting 
in 1947 in the matter of Partition, like Purushottomdas Tandon, another 
truly courageous soul, though they did not succeed in preventing 
partition. 


Dr. Choithram, great fighter for Freedom of the Country, courageous 
opponent of the Partition of the country, was a crusader in the 
cause of the Victims of Partition, for the Relief Rehabilitation of 
the Refugees, not only from Sind, but Baluchistan, Frontier, Punjab 
and all places. He fought for this cause so consistently, persistently, 
valiantly, vociferously and fiercely, inspite of his failing health- 
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chronic asthma and stomach cancer-that Vallabhai Patel at the Jaipur 
Sessions of the Congress said : "The sufferings of the Refugees 
have made the Doctor mad". Dr. Choithram like many Freedom Fighters 
including Subash Bose, had been inspired by Swami Vivekananda. 
the great Awakener of India, who had said : "Feel for the Poor. 
feel for the downtroden, feel for the miserable, feel, feel, feel till 
you go mad”. 

___ It was my privilege to have seen and been with Dr. Choithram, during this 
period in Delhi - him and Suchetadidi, in great anguish, in tears for the terrible 
sufferings of the Refugees. I have known and heard them even tell the Refugees 
to defy the law and occupy the vacant Govt. built houses to protect their children, 
women and themselves against the bitter cold of Delhi. Dr. Choithram to my 
knowledge, even parted with his warm clothes and quilt to a Refugee.| was 
meeting him for his support for the Recognition of Sindhi as the 15th Language 
in the Indian Constitution, and at the Sind Congressmen meet at the Constitution 
Club in Delhi, where Prof. Chanshyam was also present, they passed the 
Resolution in favour of this. And as President of the Sindhu Samaj, which we 
had set up in Delhi for the cause of Sindhi and Sindhis, we invited Dr. Choithram 
to have unveiled the Photo of Shah Latif in the Hindi Bhavan in Connaught 
Place, through the courtesy of Shri Benarasidas Chaturvedi M.P., at the hands 
of Deputy Speaker of Rajya Sabha, Shri Krishnamoorty Rao in 1956. Dr. Choithram 
made a very moving speech, tears in his eyes, bringing tears to all, resolving we 
shall preserve our Sindhi Identity and Culture of which Shah was the embodiment, 
emblem and symbol, as was Sami. Sadhu Vaswani's portrait was also placed in 
the Hindi Bhavan by the Sindhu Samaj, through the courtesy of Shri Benarasidas 
Chaturvedi, as he was a great admirer and devotee of Sadhu Vaswani. Sucheta 
Didi also co-operated with the Sindhu Samaj, in the cause of Recognition of the 
Sindhi Language. 


Dr. Choithram Gidwani was elected President of the All India Refugees 
Association - for his concern and fight for the cause of the Refugees and his 
dedicated labours in the cause, constitute a golden chapter, not only in his life, 
but in the historyof India. He was appointed a Member of the Central Relief 
Committee formed under the auspices of the Congress and many other 
organisations for the Relief and Rehabilitation of displaced, uprooted people, 
strained himself in this great cause and ultimately succeeded in the Govt. agreeing 
to grant to them compensation for their lands and property, left behind in Pakistan, 
as also posts for them for the posts in Pakistan, from which, they had been 
displaced. So much Dr. Choithram and Suchetadidi had identified with and 
served the Regugees, that Sucheta didi was elected M.P. from Delhi Constituency, 
once on the Congress Ticket and again when she contested even against the 
Congress. The same happened when Dr. Choithram, dissatisfied with the slow 
rehabilitation of the Regugees by the Congress, left the Congress and fighting 
the Election, on the Socialist Party Ticket, defeated the Maharashtra Congress 
Minister Shri Govind Rao Vartak from the Thana District Constituency in 1952 
and was a Lok Sabha Member (1952-1957). 


So much Dr. Choithram exerted himself in the cause of Rehabilitation of 
Victims of Partition, putting himself body and soul in this vital work, that he 
himself, fell a victim, developing cancer of lungs in his last days and passed 
away in Bombay on 13th September 1957. But dedicated, dynamic servants of 
the People, heroic fighters for Freedom, patriotic souls like Dr. Choithram, do 
not die, but ever live in the memories of the People, as sources of inspiration 
and strength and so does Dr. Choithram Gidwani. 
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A GLIMPSE OF PROF. N.R. MALKANI 


PATRIOT, GANDHIAN CONSTRUCTIVE WORKER 
LITTERATEUR 


Prof. N.R. Malkani : Member, Central Board, Bharat Sevak Samaj, 
is in the Bharat Sevak Samaj as a veteran social worker, a devoted, 
confirmed, constructive worker, with the Gandhian inspiration, and 
unshaken faith in the Gandhian ideology. He worked for Harijan 
uplift, for Khadi promotion and like many suffered repeated imprisonment 
in the couse of the struggle for Freedom. Malkaniji is an ecnomist 
of the Gandhian school, with faith and fervour in the gospel of 
cottage industries. He is a Gandhist, with Gandhiji's sense of humour, 
laughing loud and often and making you laugh too. He is sprightly 
and active with wide interests and can speak effectively as well 
as write with felicity and power. He is a journalist and a literary 
artist who feels as well as thinks and can express his feeling and 
thought in fit chosen words, move you and make you think, as 
well as make you iaugh, as also enthuse and stir you, sometimes 
shake you, sometimes even irritate you by stating unpleasant, disagreeable 
things, since they must be said by Malkani, for he rightly or wrongly 
believes in them. 


Malkaniji loves to wander, rove about, to explore the land 
and the minds of the people. Born a Sindhi, in Sind he used to 
penetrate into the interior rural areas and collect bits of art of the 
rural people, also bits of heart of the rural people—not only their 
cottage crafts, but also their folk art, their folk tales, their folk 
language, their homely chat; and then, write about these, to present 
them to the urban educated, in delightful essays. He was a self- 
chosen ambassador of the villages in the cities; and of the cities 
in the villages. Full of laughter and fun, Malkaniji, has his serious 
side. He is very earnest, full of strong convictions and he can 
ridicule the opponent as well as tease him and floor him by argument, 
satire and convincing reasoning; as also win him by sincere, earnest 
persuasion. A Gandhist, he had translated Gandhiji's autobiography 
in the Sindhi language; and is a devotee of Gandhiji and devoted 
now to work of the Gandhi Museum, Gandhi Library and Gandhian 
Literature and more than this—the Gandhian gospel of constructive 
work, wherever it is to be done; and hence he is in the Bharat 
Sevak Samaj, to take it to the Gandhian lines of constructive work. 
There is no doubt that Prof. MalKani is an asset to the Bharat Sevak 
Samaj and not merely an adornment; for he believes in the work 
and does the work. He is Special Representative of the Central 
Board for one of the regions, to organise branches and work there 
on the right lines. 

Courtesy : ‘Bharat Sevak', English Monthly Organ of All India Bharat Sevak Samaj 
and Author's Book “Who is who in Bharat Sevak Samaj"; 1955 . 
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KRIPALANI, KRISHNA (1907-1992) 


Krishna Kriplani, the well-known Litterateur, was born on 29th 
September, 1907, in the educationally advanced Amil Community 
in a middle-class family at Karachi (now Pakistan). Ramchand was 
his father's name. Krishna Kripalani was educated at Hyderabad 
(Sind) and Karachi, graduating from the Bombay University in 1928 
and was in London, 1928-31, at Lincoln's Inn for the Bar. 


Returning to Karachi at the end of 1931, to practise Law, he 
was arrested and jailed for participating in the National Struggle 
for Independence. Learning Bengali in Jail, after release, he went 
to Shantiniketan, where Rabindranath Tagore persuaded him to remain. 
He married talented Nandita from the Tagore family. He was Lecturer 
in English Leterature in Visva Bharati University for 13 years (1933- 
46) and Rector of the School and after Rabindranath Tagore's death, 
Director, Rabindra Bhavan (Tagore Museum and Research Department). 
He edited from 1936-46, Visva Bharati, Quarterly, founded and first 
edited by Rabindranath Tagore. Among the influences that moulded 
the mind and life of Krishna Kripalani were mainly those of Rabindranath 
Tagore, Mahatma Gandhi and Jawaharlal Nehru. 

It was at the instance of Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru as President 
of the Indian National Congress and of Acharya J.B. Kripalani as 
its General Secretary that Krishna Kripalani came from Visva Bharati, 
Shantiniketan, to the Indian National Congress, in Allahabad. He 
was Organising Secretary, All India Congress Secretariat in New 
Delhi, from 1946-48 and in 1948 was appointed Cultural Attache, 
to Indian Embassy, Riode Janeiro, Brazil. He resigned after a year 
and returned to India and edited (1950-51) the English Political 
Weekly, 'Vigil’ founded by Acharya J.B. Kripalani. In 1951 he organised 
for UNESCO, Paris, a symposium of East-West Thinkers in Delhi, 
under the Chairmanship of Dr. S. Radhakrishnan. In 1952, he was 
appointed Private Secretary to the Education Minister, Maulana 


Abulkalam Azad. 


A well-known Litterateur as he was, he was the very first 
Secretary of the Sahitya Academy, the National Academy of Letters, 
India, from 1954 to 1971, for over 16 constructive,productive years, 
which were very significant in the story of the development of 
Literature in all the different important literary languages of India. 


In 1959, he visited over 20 countries (S.E. Asia, U.S.A. and 
Europe) on a Rockfeller Foundation grant, to contact literary institutions 
and writers. In 1960, he attended the Annual Session of German 
Academy of Letters and Tolstoy Celebrations in the U.S.S.R. 

In 1965, he delivered Tagore Lectures at the University of 
Poona which were published by the University. In April, 1969, 
the President of India conferred on Krishna Kripalani, the award 
of Padma Bhushan. 

In October, 1969, he was invited by the London School of 
Oriental and African Studies to deliver the Gandhi Centenary Memorial 
Lecture which was published by the London University under the 
title "Gandhi, the Modern Mahatma" (luzac &Co., London). In December 
1972, he delivered Annual Rajaji Lecture under the auspices of Gokhale 
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School of Social Work, Bangalore, the subject being "Raja Ram 
Mohan Roy". 


Krishna Kripalani was nominated in 1974, by the President 
of India, as a member of the Rajya Sabha in appreciation of his 
long and meritorious services as.a Litterateur and writer of great 
distinction. In May, 1976, he participated in a Seminar on Rabindranath 
Tagore, in England and also delivered a Lecture on Tagore at the 
Commonwealth Festival Hall in London. 


Krishna Kripalani is pre-eminently a talented writer of beauty, 
power and grace, an author of many books of great worth and merit 
and popularity. His contributions have been specially rich and 
varied in the sphere of Rabindranath Tagore Literature, though he 
has also written on Jawaharlal Nehru and more on Mahatma Gandhi. 
His "Gandhi : A Life" is a painstaking, worthwhile study and a 
fine biography, its second Edition having been issued by Orient 
Longmans, Delhi, in 1969, the Gandhi Centenary Year. "All Men 
are Brothers’, his selections from the writings of Mahatma Gandhi, 
with an Introduction by Dr. S. Radhakrishnan, published by UNESCO, 
Paris, 1958, has been translated in many foreign and Indian languages, 
the Indian Edition having been published by Navajivan Press, Ahmedabad, 
who are Trustees for all the books of Mahatma Gandhi. 


Krishna Kripalani, has edited several works of Rabindranath 
Tagore, published by Visva Bharati, Calcutta, including ‘Tagore Birthday 
Volumes' (1941), 'Poems' by Tagore including those translated and 
published after Tagore’ (1944), and "Rolland and Tagore" (1945). 

Krishna Kripalani has also translated in English a number 
of novels of Tagore, including "Fare-well, My Friend", published 
by Jaico Publishers, Bombay. "Two Sisters" and 'Malancha’', published 
by Visva Bharati, Calcutta, 1945, and 'Binodini' published by Sahitya 
Academy, New Delhi, 1959 (American Edition by East-West Center 
Press, Honolulu, 1964) 


Among his original works are, apart from "Gandhi: A Life" 
"Tagore : A Life" (Orient Longmans, Delhi, 1971), "Gandhi, Tagore 
and Nehru : A Study in Indian Renaissance" (Hind Kitabs, Bombay, 
1947), "Modern India : Rammohan Roy to Rabindrnath Tagore" (Poona 
University, Poona, 1966), "Modern Indian Literature" published by 
Nirmala Sadannad, Bombay, 1965, and American Edition by Tuttle 
& Co., Japan and U.S.A. 1971. 


"Faith and Frivolity : Essays and Sketches" (1964), is in a 
lighter vein, with a touch of satire, by this otherwise scholarly 
writer, who writes seriously and presents his studies in depth and 
with commendable acumen and understanding as he has done in 
his remarkable life-studies of Tagore and Gandhi. 


[“Who is Who in Indian Writers’, Sahitya Akademy, Delhi; 
‘Who is Who, Indian Parliament’, Delhi; Correspondence and meetings 
with Krishna Kripalani; Information collected from his books; Personal 
knowledge of the contributor]. 


Courtesy : ‘Dictionary of National Biography’ Edited by N.R. Ray, Institute 
of Historical Studies, Calcutta - 1990. 
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TIRATH 'BASANT' (1909 - 1994) 


Tirath Verhomal Basant, the distinguished Litterateur, who 
was the very first to be honoured with the Sahitya Academy Award 
for Sindhi, and has been the recipient of many literature awards 
earlier in Sindh and later in India, including the Watumal Foundation 
Award for Literature, was born on 7th September, 1909 at Lukman 
in Sind. Verhomal was his father's name and his mother departed 
in his infancy. 'Basant' Tirath's nom-de-plume, means spring, 'young,' 
earlier it was 'Vasant' meaning the same. He was too talented for 
his school, a truant from school as a teenager. Then as now he 
preferred to learn fromlife and Nature and later from a large number 
of books on all kinds of subjects from all types of Libraries. The 
School could hold him only upto his Matriculation, for he preferred 
to be a life-long student in the University of life. He has a quick 
understanding, a warm heart and a warmer hand shake. He has 
been schooled in the hard school of life and has been self-educated 
and self-made. He is learned and scholarly and yet original and 
fresh, always with new angles of vision, new points of view. 


He has travelled a lot including to Yokohama, Japan, when 
he was just 20, and been to Iran and Iraq for 4 years. He has also 
done different kinds of Jobs-having been put in-charge of village 
industries at Tando Jam in Sind, by the Sind Congress President, 
Dr. Choithram Gidwani, and then in-charge of flood-relief work, and 
in-charge of adult education by the Dharmada Trust of Sind and 
has often taught College Students Economics, History, Politics, 
several subjects, though, not having himself gone to College, except 
as a member of the College Board. He was elected to the Hyderabad 
(Sind) Municipality, was Chairman of the Gardens Committee and 
on the Theosephical and Educational Trust. Earlier, he had been 
Office Assistant in a silk exporting agency and through them been 
to Japan for sometime, he was General Secretary of the Gram Sangh 
in Sind and set-up several small libraries in rural Sind. In the midforties, 
he was associated with the Hari Haqdar (Peasant Rights) Movement, 
For sometime he edited ‘Advance India’, a monthly in English from 
Karachi, but this had to be closed due to financial stringency. 


Earlier associated with Indian National Congress activities, 
Tirath Vasant stayed back in Sind after partition until he had to 
leave it in 1949, for he was being persecuted and prosecuted there 
as an agent of the Govt. of India, for he had participated as an 
active member of the Minority Hindu Community in the Larkana 
Conference for Preservation of Trust Properties of Religious and 
Cultural Institutions in Sind. Though he was very secular with 
many friends among Moslems in Sind, a well-known figure in Literary 
circles and a recipient of several literary awards from Sind, the 
Public Safety Act was used against him, and he was put behind 
the bars and on his release, had to come away to India, where he 
stayed first in Ajmer and later, after receiving the Sahitya Academy 
Award in 1959, came and settled down in Delhi to continue vigorously 
his literary activities. He became President, Sindhu Samaj, Delhi, 
in 1962, and also edited for sometime the journal "Sindhu Samaj 


in Sindhi. 
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A powerful, thoughtful and fluent speaker, Tirath Vasant Is 
a gifted, scholarly, Original writer, and his contribution to Sindhi 
language and literature is indeed remarkable and very considerable. 
He writes mainly in Sindhi, his mother-tongue, though he has a 
very good command of the English language, both as a speaker 
and a writer and has published a fine play in English on '‘Dowry— 
This infernal Problem’, and had published a scholarly and understanding 
article on "The Khaksar Movement". He is well versed also in the 
Persian language. He is a whole-time writer, which is a rare specimen 
in the Sindhi Language, for most of the well-known writers have 
given to Sindhi Literature only their spare time, having been mostly 
teachers or Professors or engaged in some profession or business 
to make a living. Tirath Basant is in this respect in a class by 
himself as a whole-time lover and devotee of Sindhi language and 
literature. He has had sometimes to make his living by giving tutions 
to College boys; or his friends and students have helped for he 
is held in high esteem and then his literary awards have helped 
bringing great recognition and some money. He lives simply, and 
nobly, alone, master of all he surveys, in the world of books and 
the world of intellectual and cultural functions and drinks in and 
absorbs new ideas and fine emotions which he presents with power 
and fire, zest and delicacy, in his talks and writings which are a 
rich treasure of thought and feeling. mind and heart. 


Tirath Vasant, wholly devoted to his love for Literature is 
a prolific writer. He has written Essays, Plays, Poems, short stories, 
Biographies, contributed to many journals and translated many classics 
including Shakespeare's Hamlet, Othello, Antony and Cleopatra, 
and Tagore's Chitra, which have all been published. He has ready 
with him a translation of Goethe's 'Faust'. He has a rich treasure 
even of unpublished works over 3000 pages, though he has already 
published many of his works. Among his unpublished works are 
‘Rashtriya Geet' (National Songs), 'Bharati Veer' (Heroes of Bharat), 
‘Mira’, 'Spiritual Strength’, 'What is Truth?’ and many others. 


Among his well known plays, which are severely satirical 
of Society and powerfully yet artistically critical of its follies and 
hypocrisy are 'Shair Jo-Janazo', 'Corpse of a Poet', which lashes 
at the cruel irony of society, honouring the poor poet after his 
death, celebrating his anniversary and publishing his works in severa! 
editions, including, de-luxe edition, while they allowed to let him 
die of poverty and starvation, and 'Kuta Shalla' (Relief-Centre for 
Dogs) which makes great fun of the rich providing luxuriously and 
extravagantly for their pet dogs while they will not offer even crumbs 
to the starving poor men, women and children. 


Tirath Basam burst on the literary scene in Sindh in 1940, 
with his book of learned, beautiful, original, powerful essays, appropriately 
called 'Chirgoon' (sparks). The Sind Adabi Board (The Literary Academy, 
Sind) declared it the best book of the year, but wanted a few lines' 
deletion of critical reference to Pir of Bhar Chundi, who was regarded 
responsible for the murder of Bhagat Kanwar, the poet-singer-saint 
of Sind. But Tirath Basant was of stern stuff, as a principled writer 
ought to be, and boldly declined to budge, to delete even a word 
from what he had penned. Later it was his beautiful biography 
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of this singer-saint, Kanwar, which was scholarly and widely acclaimed 
and brought him in India the First Sahitya Academy Award given 
to any Sindhi. Later in 1942, Tirath Besant received Abi the Sindhi 
Adabi Board, their award for his book ‘Jawahar Jiwani', a biography 
of Jawaharlal Nehru, which is a classic in itself, even like that of 
Bhagat Kanwar, even like his monumental and massive biograph 
of Mahatma Gandhi, a thousand pages in 2 volumes. In 1958, Tirat 
Basant had received the Sadhu Vaswani Prize for the best writer 
in Sindhi. After the Sahitya Academy Award in 1959, he also received 
the Watumal Foundation Award in 1962 for his book "Sahitya Sar" 
‘Essence of Literature", a collection of his erudite yet illuminating 
Essays. In 1962, ata ie eh in his honour, to compliment him 
on his contribution to Sindhi Literature, the Sindhi Community of 
Bombay presented him a purse of Rs. 5000. 

In 1964, he received the Sahitya Sabha Award. Tirath Basant 
is a man of very wide interests, voracious reader and has written 
books ona large variety of subjects. Among his remarkable books 
apart from those which have been already mentioned are ‘Culture’, 
Pragati, 'Progress', 'Vasant Varkha’, ‘Spring Showers', 'Akash Darshan, 
‘Wonders of the sky’, ‘Sahitya Sarj', ‘Literary Craftsmanship’ and 
many others, whic oe are collections of brilliant Essays in 
the crisp telling style of a deep thinker and powerful writer, whose 
language matches Ris thought and who enriches language by hunting 
and collecting appropriate words and where perea coins them 
to give effective expression to the onrushing stream of his original 
thought. Tirath Bas ant has therefore enriched the Sindhi language 
and literature immensely through his exceptionally erudite yet lucidly 
written essays which have often covered subjects, not covered 
before. His is anu ‘tamed spirit, ever aspiring, ever conquering, 
with God-given firm faith in his mission as a writer. A litterateur 
of excellence indeed. 


Courtesy : ‘Dictionary of National Biography Edited by N.R. Ray. Institute 
of Historical Studies. Calcutta - 1990. 


SHEWAK BHOJRAJ : DADA 'GULISTAN' 
OF BALAKANJI BARI (1906-88) 


Founder of the Balakan-Ji-Bari, was a dear friend- what a loving and 
lovable person, who believed in education through entertainment and 
served not only the children of Sind, but the children of India, and 
was better known us Dada 'Gulistan' of Balakanji Bari, devoted to 
releasing the creative faculties of children. The first recipient of Sadhu 
Vaswani prize was Tirath Basant, then Hundraj 'Dukhayal' and then 
Dear Shewak, Dada 'Gulistan’, devoted to bring love and joy, fulfilment 
to children all over India, through Love and Literature. In the History 
of Sindhi Literature, Prof. L.H. Ajwani writes about him : "An important 
development in Sindhi Life and Letters was the founding by Shewak 
Bhojraj, of Balakanji Bari in 1925. He was then a school master in 
Larkana, Later he turned to be a journalist and one of the important 
social workers in India who also worked quietly in a small village 
for uplift of the aborigines. He has an important place in Sindhi Prose, 
firstly because he is the pioneer of Children’s Literature in Sindhi, 
having founded the magazine 'Gulistan’. and secondly because he 
is a writer in his own right, as author of two autobiographical Loto 
‘Ashirvad' (1933) and ‘Dada Shyam' (1924). Like the poet abit e 
believes that literature should convey Joy and love Eny ArT r. 
In the midst of many reverses, he stuck to his philosophy a 


happens,happens for the best.” 


Courtesy : “History of Sindhi Literature" by L.H. Ajwani. Sahitya Akademi (1970) 
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HUNDRAJ, 'DUKHAYAL' (1910 - ) 


Hundraj Lilaram Manik, better known as 'Dukhayal, his non-de-plume, 
meaning 'Sorrow-stricken', pre-eminently the poet-singer, and fearless, 
dedicated worker of the national, Gandhian, Sarvodaya, Vinoba movements, 
was born on 16 January, 1910, in Larkana (Sind), near the historic Mohen- 
Jo-Daro. Manik was his surname. Takulbai, his mother, and Lilaram, his 
father, a practising Vaidya, was of a Sufistic bent of mind, a disciple of saint 
Vilayatrai, called Vali, meaning King. Lilaram died in 1928 at the ripe age of 
eighty and Takulbai 2 years later. Hundraj greatly imbibed the influence of 
his father and later of his teacher Kishinchand 'Bewas'’, the father of modern 
Sindhi poetry and founder of a school of poets including Hundraj Dukhayal, 
to whom he was a friend, philosopher and guide. Though a humble school- 
teacher, with the result that the poetic talent, awakened in Hundraj since the 
early age of eight flowered into his first collection of songs ‘Krishna 
Bhajanavali’, published in 1924. 


Being educated in a Government school, Hundraj left it in 1921, when 
Gandhiji gave the call for Non-co-operation and joined the National School, 
Larkana. Gandhi's visit to Sind in 1922, cast the spell of Mahatma on the 
young Hundraj. In 1924 he came under the influence of Arya Samaj and 
became their active worker in the fields of physical training, educational 
and cultural activities. In 1926, collection of his songs "Arya Bhajanavaii" 
was published. 


The national School was closed in 1924, and for a year, Hundraj was 
trained in medicine by his father. Then for three years he had a gold and 
silversmith's shop. From 1928 he worked as a licensed stamp vendor and 
petition writer in the Civil Court, Larkana, till 1930, when his license was 
cancelled due to his association with political activities. In 1928, at the time 
of the Simon Commission, he joined Indian National Congress and became 
first, the Secretary, and later, the President of the Larkana District Congress. 

In 1930, the year of Salt Satyagraha, he organised a Vanar Sena, 
Monkey Brigade and a Swaraj Sena and picketed wine shops and also 
foreign cloth shopswith their help. He also started then and edited a Weekly 
called Hanuman. he was arrested in 1931, and when still an undertrial was 
released due to the Gandhi-Irwin Pact, was again arrested twice in 1932, and 
jailed first for three months in Hyderabad Central Jail, and again for twenty- 
seven months with rigorous imprisonment and a fine. Released in 1934, 
after completion of his term, he became a school teacher in a Harijan School 
in Larkana, and also started a Harijan Bank there. 


In 1937, he set up a printing press in Larkana and started Dukhayal, 
a Weekly, which he continued till 1949, remaining in Sind even after partition, 
under Gandhiji's command. In 1940 there were Hindu-Muslim riots in Sind 
and 'Dukhayal' at the instance of Gandhiji and Shri Jairamdas Doulatram, 
engaged arduously and enthusiastically in the ‘Moslem Mass Contact’ 
Programme, going round Sind from village to village preaching and singing 
his healing message of Hindu Muslim unity. In 1941, in the village Ratodero, 
eighteen miles from Larkana, he started "Gandhi Seva Ashram" for 
maufacture of spinning wheels and hand-made paper, with over a dozen 
constructive workers living and working there. In 1942, during the Quit 
India Movement he was jailed twice for two and six months and released in 
1943. In 1945, on 26 January, he was arrested for reading Pledge to 
Independence and sentenced to three months rigorous imprisonment. 
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In 1948, while still in Pakistan, as per Gandhiji's advice, Hundraj 
‘Dukhayal’ was arrested by Government of Pakistan, on a false charge of 
conspiracy to overthrow Pakistan Government, by manufacture of arms, 
though in the search, only an ordinary domestic knife was found from his 
house. He was sentenced to six months' rigorous imprisonment and fine 
which on appeal was reduced to two months and fine. After release he 
remained in Larkana, Ratodero, Karachi. Gandhi Seva Ashram was 
confiscated by the Pakistan Government, and in 1949, Hundraj Dukhayal 
left Pakistan and came to India, where he devoted his time and services in 
the rehabilitation of displaed persons from Sind. 


In 1951 when Acharya Vinoba Bhave started the Bhoodan Movement, 
Hundraj 'Dukhayal' joined the same and for twelve years was with him in his 
Pada yatra, including the Southern States and even NEFA. 


In the course of his rehabilitation work for displaced Sindhis from 
Pakistan, Hundraj was very much connected with Gandhidham (Kandla), 
the new home for the Sindhi people, in whose construction and development, 
Bhai Pratap Dialdas, an enterprising, far-seeing and patriotic Sindhi 
businessman was actively engaged. Hundraj continues to be intimately 
associated, specially with the educational. cultural and social service 
activities in Gandhidham and for this purpose, he has settled down there. 
He opened the Sarvodaya Press there, and has been issuing from there, for 
over 12 years, Gandhidham Samachar, a Weekly: and for over twenty years, 
a Weekly Dhartimata, a Sarvodaya Patrika, to spread the message of 
Bhoodan and Gramdan movements, the cause to which he remains 
dedicated to this day. 

As a poet-singer of Vinoba's Sarvodaya Movement, as earlier of the 
Gandhi national Freedom Movement, Hundraj 'Dukhayal' has published in 
Hindi and in Sindhi, his mother tongue, a very large number of books, of 
which over a lakh copies have been sold. Principal among his publications 
in Hindi have been Dharti Ke Geet (Songs of the Earth), Dharti Ki Pukar 
(Call of the Earth), /ahren (Waves) and Gandhi Gatha (Gandhi Songs), 
which has been published by Sarvodaya Prakashan, Varanasi, Dhukhyal 
has also written several plays. Among them is Dharti Mata in Hindi. he has 
o his credit many plays in verse and he has often also acted and sung in 
'hem and danced to the accompaniment of the special musical instrument 
yn which he plays with great skill, full abandon and power, moving his 
i1udience of masses and constructive workers to great heights of elation for 
Desh Bhakti (Patriotism), and /shwar-Upasana (God worship). His songs 
n Sindhi and Hindi have been recorded by the well-known Gramophone 
Company, His Master's Voice and others. In 1959, he received Sadhu Vaswani 
rize for his services to Sindhi literature and people. i ki 

Among his plays in Sindhi are : 'Narsi Mehta’, 'Alavaldin Padmini’, 
Deti Leti' (Dowry), ‘Quetta Earthquake’, 'Umar Marui’ (Sindhi folk-tale 
ieroine), 'Mira Bhagtiani', 'Swadeshi' and a full play on ‘Ahimsa’. Among 
iis collections of poems and songs in Sindhi are 'Sangit Anjali’ song offerings 
rescribed for M.A. students by Poona University, Sangit Varkha (Song 
howers), prescribed for their students by Gujarat University; ‘Sangit Phool 
Song Flowers), ‘Lahooti Lahr’ (Divine Wave); 'Quami Lalkar (National Call); 
Parlao’ (Echoes); ‘Dharma Katha’ (1976) and many others covering over 


100 pages. 
Shri Hundraj 'Dukhayal' has been a heroic and dedicated soul and 
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his life, an inspiring saga of selfless service, long suffering and sustained 
sacrifice in the cause of Freedom of the Motherland and the uplift of its 
millions of masses. A doughty, determined, intrepid, tireless fighter for 
Freedom, Hundraj 'Dukhayal' has been at the same time, a zealous, 
devoted, resourceful, and capable constructive worker, who was also a 
thinker and singer and an organiser of these national liberation, national 
renaissance and nation-building movements—a rare versatile combination 
indeed, which Providence presented to serve the people of Sind and India 
and the cause of humanity through the Gandhi and Vinoba movements of 
Sarvodaya, which under the magic spell of the Mahatma and Acharya 
Vinoba Bhave, Hundraj 'Dukhayal' has been inspired to serve and 
continues to date to serve, with single-minded zeal, for he is a spiritually- 
oriented, tireless traveller, on his path of pilgrimage to the Eternal, through 
the service of humanity, the lowly and the lost. ` 


The inspiration for his life which has been a long song of selfless 
service is best expressed in the following words from his letter dated 2 
August, 1978, to the contributor : "Today, too, my life is immersed in these 
songs of Faith, Trust. But whenever I look within, with questioning eyes. 
the heart replies : 


‘Onward, forward, march ! O Pilgrim: 

Onward, forward, march! 

Rest not, stop not ! Lest you lose track of vour Path, your Goal; 
Though vour feet feel faint and hurt, vet 

Onward, forward, march ! 


"And so with Faith, I am on the march, a detached but determined 
pilgrim on the path of Life Eternal !" This song serves to sum up Hundraj 
Dukhayal's philosophy of life. * 

[Contemporary Indian Literature, Sahitya Academi, New Delhi 
(1968): meetings and correspondence with Poet Dukhayal; information 
collected from his books: personal knowledge of the contributor. 


Prof. K.N. Vaswani] 


* Courtesy : “Dictionary of National Biography Edited by N.R. Ray. Institute of 
Historical Studies. Calcutta - 1990 


DUKHAYAL 


Shri Hundraj ‘Dukhayal' often described as our Rashtriya Kavi, has received 
many awards, the latest in 1996, from Sindhi Academy, Delhi, for which, in 
view of the delicate health of Shri Hundraj 'Dukhayal' Shri K.R. Malkani., 
member of the Rajya Sabha who is Vice Chairman of Sindhi Academy, Delhi, 
specially went to Gandhidham to present the same to him with due regards 
and respects for his services to the Sindhi People, in the sphere of Sindhi 
Literature and Culture. 


Consistent with the spirit of selfless dedication which shines in the 
life of our dear and devoted brother Kavi Dukhayal, he donated the entire 
amount of Rs. 51000/- immediately on the spot to the Gandhidham Maitri 
Mandal Society for educational, cultural, social activities in Adipur and 
Gandhidham. What a moving gesture and an inspiring and noble example! 
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HEMU KALANI, BHAGATSINGH OF SIND 


Hemu Kalani, the Bhagatsingh of Sind, a youth of 19, was hanged on 
January 21, 1943 by the Martial law authorities, disregarding the pleadings of 
Sadhu T.L. Vaswani and Shri Jamshed Mehta, even as the hero and martyr 
Bhagatsingh was executed by the British regime. disregarding the pleadings of 
Mahatma Gandhi to Irwin, at the fateful time of the Karachi Congress. Hemu 
Kalani, arrested during the Quit India Campaign launched by Bapu with the call 
‘Do or Die’, did his duty and died with a smile on his face, resisting to the last, the 
great pressure put on him to disclose the names of his accomplices as he tampered 
with the rails, prior to the passing of a train carrying tyrannical troops into his 
home province, Sind. Salutations to his heroic memory, which now must inspire 
the Sindhi youth, nay the youth of India to serve the nation with the same 
single-minded devotion and ardour for self-sacrifice in the cause of the country 
which alas though free. still remains in the chains of poverty and prejudice. 
inequality and social and economic injustice. against which Bapu raised his 
powerful voice. 

SADHU VASWANI ON MARTYR HEMU KALANI 


BELOVED HEMU ! A true Hero were you, A Martyr among Martyrs! 
Astonished | stand looking into vour eves, 

gentle with overflowing love for vour country men! 

May your memory remain enshrined in every heart, for ever and ever! 
May we bow down to vour heroic memory, in deep reverence, 
blowing bugles of victory, O Beloved of mine heart ! 


Broken and bleeding still is our Bharat, for our poor are still in shackles, 


Bharat is not vet prosperous. 


Mav you ever release again and again, the nation-building power that emerges 
from the blood of the martyrs, and through this, 


Mav Bharat, the land of your youthful sacrifice’ 
ever grow fresh and strong and pure and free ! 
HEMU KALANI 


Hemu Kalani whom the Sindhis out of love and affection call the 
Bhagatsingh of Sind was only a lad of nineteen years, a mere school-boy, when 
he was sent to the gallows by a callous and tyrannical Martial Law Administrator. 
for attempting to tamper with railway track near the Sukhur Bridge over the 


Indus river in Sind, Pakistan. 


On 2nd October, 1942. Hemu got the news that a military train loaded with 
arms and ammunition was scheduled to come from Quetta, Baluchistan, to Rohri, 
and he resolved to derail this train. so that the arms and ammunition loaded 
therein did not reach their destination. He had two companions with him and in 
the dead of night all the three young men repaired to the railway line and tried to 
remove the fishplates. Unfortunately, the sound made by their operation reached 
the ears of the armed guards stationed in the area for the protection of the line 

and thev rushed to the spot from where the sound was coming. Hearing the 
heavy footsteps of the policemen, while his two accomplices escaped, Hemu 


allowed himself to fall into the clutches of the guards. 
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Hemu was tortured and persecuted to reveal the names of his accomplices 
and the organization to which he belonged, but he bravely bore everything and 
refused to divulge the names of his friends or of his organisation. 

He took the entire blame on himself and told the police and the court that 
if it was right for the British rulers to crush the freedom struggle by resorting to 
arms and ammunition, he was fully justified in his attempt to destroy those very 
arms and ammunition. 

He was tried for treason before the Marital Law Authority at Sukkur, and 
was awarded life term. The head-quarters, however. enhanced the punishment 
by changing life imprisonment into death sentence. The decision sent a shock 
wave throughout the province of Sind and petitions signed by thousands of 
people were made to the Viceroy for commuting the death sentence of Hemu, but 
it was all in vain. Evidently the Government was determined to strike terror in the 
minds of the people, and, therefore, refused to listen to any such appeals and 
prayers, like they refused to listen to such appeals in the case of Sardar 
Bhagatsingh. 


Hemu. born on the 1 1th March 1924, came from a middle class family of 
Sukkur Sind, now in Pakistan. His father. Shri Pessumal Kalani was a physician. 
As a school-boy, Hemu was influenced by the activities of his uncle, late Dr. 
Mangharam Kalani, who was a prominent Congress leader of Sukkur and a 
veteran freedom fighter. Inspired by his uncle's example, he joined the Swarajya 
Sena (A student organisation) and became its leader. 


He was studying in the Matriculation Class in a Municipal School when 
the atmosphere in the country was surcharged with the battle cry of ‘Do or Die’ 
of the Quit India call given by the Indian National Congress under the leadership 
of Mahatma Gandhi. A strong, well built athlete. an expert cyclist and a prize 
winning swimmer, Hemu was deeply moved by the stirring events of those days. 
and he decided to play his role in the struggle for the liberation of the Motherland. 
He had read of the inspiring story of the exploits of Sardar Bhagatsingh and of 
his martyrdom. He often used to put a piece of rope round his neck and declare 
that one day he would become a martyr in the cause of the country's freedom. 
And the Almighty fulfilled his desire. 


While Hemu's parents and his admirers moved heaven and carth to have 
his death sentence altered, Hemu himself was a picture of calm and composure. 
unruffled by the prospect of losing his life, joyfully waiting for the D-day. when 
his name would be inscribed in the golden pages of history. He died with a smile 
on his face and the slogans "Inqulab Zindabad" and "Bharat Mata Ki Jai", on 
his lips. It is said when the jail authorities asked him for his last wish before 
putting noose round his neck. he asked all standing around him, including the 
officials. to join him in raising the national slogans. On the 21st January, 1943. 
his mortal remains were consigned to flames on the bank of the river Indus with 
all due honour, and the day is celebrated by the Sindhis every year to keep his 
memory fresh and to inspire the youths of today. 


Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru. during his visit to Sind in 1945, paid homage to 
the martyr by calling on his mother at their residence. Shrimati Indira Gandhi 
also met the martyr's mother at Chembur. The Government of India issued a 
postal stamp to commemorate Hemu's martyrdom and the stamp was released by 


the Prime Minister, Indira Gandhi, on the 18th October 1983, at the Vishwa Sindhi 
Sammelan held at Delhi. 


Courtesy : "Sind's Role in Freedom Struggle" By Baldev. T. Gajra. Bombay. (1986) 
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SINDHI NIGHTINGALE : BHAGWANTI NAWANI 
: LATA OF SIND 
Bhagwanti Nawani, Nightingle of Sind, they call her. Sarojini 
Naidu had been called the Nightingle of India. She was a patriot 
and a poetess. When she spoke, words flowed from her like a 
torrent, an unceasing flow, musical, impressive, enrapturing. She 
could move millions. 


Our Bhagwanti Nawani, also hailed as THE LATA OF SIND, 
was like our Lata, a born singer. Lata's sisters are well known 
singers and her father was a famous musician. She inherited music. 
Our Bhagwanti as her name indicates, was born lucky-her mother 
sang and her grand mother too, and her father encouraged her, 
and so she sang and sang-the credit for which also goes mainly 
to her teacher Gobind Malhi, a literary figure, a great contributor 
and lover of Sindhi Literature and Culture, Sindhiyat, who rightly 
and wisely believed, that Sindhiyat can best he preserved, not only 
through literature, but even more by Song, Dance and Drama, by 
Audio-Culture, which will attract and appeal to the younger generation. 

Bhagwanti Nawani—the name can be interpreted as the lucky 
one with a 'Wani' or voice, which was 'na' unequalled, incomparable 
or Unique-sweet, simple, humble, sensitive, ever smiling, with a 
singing heart and a musical voice, God gifted her to Gobind Malhi, 
as his student-how she sang and sang and captured the hearts 
of the people as he travelled with his troop of Artists in different 
cities of India and abroad, he has narrated, simply, movingly, in 
his 5 Volume Biography-he, a dedicated soul in the cause of Sindhi, 
and she a pure soul, a devotee who also made the love of Sindhiyat 
her life-breath, and through her God-given gift of music, kindled 
in the Sindhi people, men, women and children, the Light of Love 
for Sindhiyat, their culture, their language, the precious treasure 
of their Heritage. One of her moving uttterances is : 


"1 HAVE FELT THAT WE ARE WORKING WITH A PURPOSE, 
FOR AN IDEAL 'SINDHIYAT JO SUD' THE CALL OF SINDHI CULTURE". 


Krishna Khatwani is among the very talented Sindhi writers, 
who interviewed our simple, humble Singing Sister, who has become 
almost like an idol for the Sindhi People. Here are some appealing 


excerpts : 


Q — Bhagwanti, tell me something about yourself. 
I don't find it easy to talk about myself. 

Q — Will you answer some questions for me? 
I shall try. 


Q — What is your first memory ? 


She laughs her tinkling laugh, her ringing laughter. I am not 
a writer or philosopher to answer such questions. I am a simple 
Sindhi girl who lives at home and loves the family and prepares 


Tea and Food. 
Q — Because you are a Girl, did Name and Fame come to you, more 
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easily ? 


I do not know why ordinarily people think so. In fact as 
Girls, we have greater difficulties for Acceptance and Recognition. 
In the beginning I was told, it is not proper for Sindhi girls to 
come and sing on th stage; also if only your voice is musical and 
you have no training in the science of music, you will never be 
a successful singer. Surprisingly they will say this in my presence, 
and tears will come to my eyes, and I would have given up coming 
to the stage altogether, but Malhi was always a source of great 
Support". 


Our Melody Queen Bhagwanti Nawani did not marry. She was 
wedded to her muse of Music, her Lord of Song, as Mira to her 
Krishna, Lord of the Flute. 


Lata is the pride of Bharat; Bhagwanti the pride of the Sindhi 
People. Sarojini had the patriotic passion and the fervour for Freedom, 
Bhagwanti had the patriotic pain and anguish of separation from 
Sindh. What Lata with her music and its mastery, including technical 
mastery, is for the Indian people, even more than that is Bhagwanti 
Nawani for the Sindhi People, though without the technical training 
and mastery of Lata, but with her God-given, spontaneous, God- 
bestowed voice and gift of song, which moves the Sindhi People, 
heart and soul, tinged as it is with sorrow of separation from Sind, 
'the ashes of our fathers, the temples of our Gods', the memories 
of Mohen-Jo-Daro, the call of Sindhi Culture. 


DEATHLESS SINGER : IMMORTAL VOICE 


Born on Ist February, 1940, in Karachi, Bhagwanti Nawani 
came to Bombay in 1947, and died on 22nd October 1986 in Bombay. 


Gobind Malhi whom Providence had chosen to nurture with 
necessary care, attention and affection, this God's gift to the Sindhi 
People, paid a touching Tribute to her under the title 'DEATHLESS 
SINGER : IMMORTAL VOICE’. She had once said : I do not know 
about the Future. Who can foretell the future? But my heart says 
'I shall sing, I shall sing, I shall ever sing'. And she continues 
to sing in the hearts of the Sindhi People. Indeed she is deathless. 
Her music lingers. There are many memorials the Sindhi people 
have made for her, for she was a miracle of Music. Her songs 
are sung everywhere on all occasions by the Sindhi People, on 
marriage and other festival joyous occasions, and also on sacred 
solemn occasions, when you can hear her Sukhmani Songs, which 
will lead you to Love of the Lord : Blessed be her Moving, Majestic, 
Musical Memory! 


Love is something sacred and supreme ! , 


THE ENIGMATIC PROFESSOR 


(19-5-1990)To-day is our Professor's birthday. What shall I give him while 
wishing him many happy returns? 

A bouquet? Perhaps Saraswati Didi may be giving it. A slab of Cadbury 
Chocolate? He may pass it on to someone. A packet of sweets? he has plenty 
of them. A picture? His room is full of them. A poem praising him? Some lassie 
must be doing that already. Then what shall I do? | can tell him what I think of 
him, in black and white. If he likes it, he may show it to others; if he doesn't, can 
put it in W.P.B. in any case I'll not know about it. it costs me next to nothing. 
Well, let me attempt. 

For one thing,he is not an absent minded professor as he professes. He 
remembers every body's birthday including yours sincerely and wishes everyone 
according to his estimate of the person : with a card, a book, a keepsake, a useful 
gift. He keeps a ready stock of such things. 

He is a patron of under dogs and lost causes. A connoisseur and collector 
of artefacts and ever encourages people to write.paint, sing, act and do many 
things that they are not capable of. My literary pretensions and this crass 
attempt are also due to his indiscreet flattery of my abilities. 

He is a good mixer and is at home in any company. I've seen him (in many 
Photographs) with big-wigs and babies, with ministers and monks, the elite and 
the ordinary. In all company he has the same smiling face. 

He is generous to a fault. He allows his room to be a confessional, a court 
room where judgement is pronounced on an accused either present or absent 
there. Many go there for sympathy, for encouragement, for entertainment, for 
gossip, for snacks which are always there aplenty or for the mere love of his 
company. It is an open house and every-one gets what he wants, both deserving 
and undeserving. Some say that his room becomes even a battle-ground and 
words fly like sparks but he acts as a fire-extinguisher and everything subsides 
at the wave of his hands. | do not believe in rumours but could not keep 
mentioning this in passing. 


He is poetic when he speaks of Tagore, a fiery patriot when he speaks of 
national freedom movement, philosophical when he speaks of Gandhiji and 
eloquent when on Eknathji and exquisite when on the Vivekananda Rock 
Memorial. His voice rises and falls as the situation demands and he needs no 
public-address system. In any case that is practically non-existing at Training 
Centre and if it is there it makes its own sound louder than that of the speaker. 
He is ever ready to speak at short notice or even without notice. He is impressive 
in his choice of words and can hold audience's attention. He is the sheet-anchor 
of Kendra's functions and a permanent member on the stage at all public functions 
of Kendra wherever he is. He likes to travel to distant places and does not mind 
even at this age to stand the rigours. Many a young man or woman can take a 
lesson from him. He has no travel fatigue and it is a mystery how he manages it. 

Well. I've covered a lot but still could not get at the correct person. He 
continues to be an enigmatic professor to me. 


My only wish and prayer is that he should continue to tease me as to 
how to wish him happy returns every year, for many many (as our Lakshmi Didi 
savs) years tocome. | hope he will accept this sincere wish and provide all in the 
Kendra such happiness for ever. Courtesy : Shri Gopal Krishnan. Kanyakumari 


5 „TO be a misfit in this world is not a punishment but a precious privilege 


AMONG THE MISFITS 
Misfit ! He was a misfit—indeed he was. 
Born and bred in Pakistan—he was in India which is not yet Bharat! 


He was a misfit ! —Yes. He was a misfit in the country, to which he came, leaving 
his worldly all behind. 


Was he really a misfit? He was a misfit, inded he was ! He had come fo a college, 
to an office. He used to greet each morn fine fresh faces of young girls and boys. 


Now he had to face soiled old files. He used to tell them of the Wonder and Glory of 
Life— Its Mystery and Beauty—of the Heroes of Human History! 


How Socrates drank the cup of hemlock. How Joan of Arc faced burning, fearlessly. 


Why Mohammed had to flee from Mecca to Medina. What Buddha preached. How 
Gandhiji lived and taught, How Subash fought and taught. 


Now he had to collect figures, euphemistically called statistics. And if he could 
not get them, he must somehow make them; and make them tell tales which may 
not represent Truth. For, he was an investigator, not a seeker; his job was statistical 
research, not glowing Truth. 


He had taught about great Truths; now he was to present facts and figures; it 
maitered not how far they strayed from Truth. 


And if sometimes, the facts he found, pointed to Truth; involved criticism of 
Government policies, he must be clever, not truthful; he must collate, interpret, 

and present them as was befitting or required. This was a statistical office, a 
research bureau. He had left the Se er of learning, the Temple of Truth. He must 
hee this. But he often forgot. And so he was a misfit, a bad misfit, indeed a 
misfit. 

Was he a maf? Yes, he was a misfit—indeed, he was a misfit! — Very slow in 
unlearning old ways, learning new tricks; facing dead files instead of live bright 
faces ! Indeed he was a misfit! 


Once, he had to wrestle with Ideas and teach : 
"The World is moved by Ideas and Ideals !" 


Now he must think : The World is ruled by figures, by statistics, false figures, nay 
not false,—rival flgures, for food imports, for instance, 3 million tons according to 
the Planning Commission, 5 million tons according to the then Food Minister 
Shri K.M. Munshi, 7 million tons by the books of the State Governments. 


Which figures do you accept? —Swadeshi figures, made in your own State Bureau 
of Economics and Statistics, or empag h- 


That disciple of Gandhi, —Torch bearer of Truth—Acharya Vinoba Bhave, would 
accept neither set of statistics—and say : they are lies. 


No, he won't say it; he is a non-violent man-non-violent in word, in speech, as 
much as in action. 


Truthful in Thought, —he thinks they are not acceptable. Yet Government policies 
are based on them. And what happens to these policies? — they change Fon day 
to day, from error to greater error ! 


He Prayed : If I cannot fit in here, and Destiny has a sda Plan, I shall still 
welcome it, for what brought me here, but all powerful Destiny, from Sind, which 
has given its name to Ind! 


Misfits in the world are God's ‘chosen people’. 73 


Our Government is truly Gandhian! 


It is following the only path—that of Trial and Error, — from Control to Decontrol 
Recontrol and par Sat paani No control, Recontrol! TERRAE 


Yet Acharya Vinoba Bhave stands aloof —he is a misfit. Yes, he too is a misfit, in 
> India, which greets Gandhiji as the Father of the Nation; but ijs 'his 
essage ! 


For this Modern India, believes in statistics while Gandhiji believed in Truth, — 
Ancient Truths, which are older and truer than Modern Science. 


The eye of the Seer glimpses what the artificial eyes of the Scientist cannot reach. 

The soul sees where science is afraid to peep. 

Acharya Vinoba Bhave is a misfit, for, like the Master, he wants to walk in the era 
of the aeroplane; he wants to talk and teach about great social changes, instead 
acres about them; and apai them at the point of the State bayonet, or 
the sword, or pistol; which are the modern, scientific, accepted ways. 


Why was Gandhiji removed from his scene of action? 


Simply because, he was a misfit in the New India, that bowed to him; but broke 
away from his Faith; did not believe in his Ideas! 


She said : Gandhiji be praised, but Gandhi is not to be followed. 

Make idols of him, but accept not his ideals ! 

Worship him, but not his Faith ! Could Gandhiji breathe without his Faith? 
So kind Providence removed him, from a field, where he had become a misfit. 


Godse but killed the frail body of the Mahatma. 
But they stabbed the Soul of the Mahatma; who rejected his Faith, his Ideas! 


The Gandhian vow of poverty, they exchanged for big bungalows and bigsalaries. 
They went after bigness, and forgot greatness. 


Their watchword was not Sarvodaya, but self aggrandisement. 


The magic name of the Master Gandhi who was for Sarva Seva and no 
exploitation, they exploited most or worst, to serve their own personal and private 
ends. In the name of Gandhi - exploitation? 


What could be more mis-fitting ? So the master willed to go, without completing 
125 years. And he went, not in a mis-fitting, but a very befitting manner, —The 


way of a Martyr. 
He said : See I lived for my Faith! I die for my Faith ! 
My Faith shall endure ! It may noa your decade ! Or rather your decade is not 


fit to receive it, accept it, live it ! Another age will find it fit ! And the World will 
wander into nothingness, if the message is not heeded and accepted! 


Yet in the age of the Atom Bomb, Gandhiji, according to the learned, would be a 
misfit, with his message of Non-violence; would appear definitely to be a misfit ! 
And so the misfit has gone, where he fits more. And if the Atom Bomb fits the world 
more, well, we will get it; and give it; and be all destroyed by it. 

The Gandhian Truth of Non-violence begins to flash across the mind of the World ! 
Will it illuminate it, wh acceptance in i? Will the Truth of the Misfit, fit the Coming 
Age? 
Courtesy : ‘Bharat Sevak' English Monthly, Delhi, (1955) Author's Book 
- ‘Who is Who in Bharat Sevak Samaj,’ (1956) 
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REMINISCENCES OF A SINDHI'S LIFE 


It was a very significant occasion. I had come to the All 
India Radio, Delhi, to pay my heart-felt Tribute on his departure 
to a great Sindhi, the patriot G.M. Syed, a Respected Elder, a veteran 
Politician, a distinguished writer, a lover of Sind, Sindhis and Sindhiyat, 
who fought for them, bravely to his last breath, as a proud heir 
of the ancient civilisation and culture of Mohen-Jo-Daro and as 
a fearless doughty leader, inspiring and guiding, the present day 
Sindhis in their struggle to safeguard their separate identity and 
maintain it against all odds and threats. Earlier I had been coming 
for paying our Tribute to the great sons of Bharat, Mahatma Gandhi, 
Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru and Sadhu Vaswani, on their respective 
Birthdays, 2nd October, 14th November, and 25th November. This 
time the All India Radio people said : "Vaswani, why not you participate 
in our Programme "LEAVES FROM MY LIFE" as an experienced, 
respected Elder! 

And so Dear Sindhi Sisters and Brothers : young and old, 
do please listen with attention as I present to you some leaves 
from my Life's Book. Truth to tell, Shri Keshub Chandra Sen, the 
founder of the Brahma Samaj, has called it a 'Jeevan Veda’, a ‘Jeevan 
Shastra’. To study it is a duty and is also beneficial. Swami Vivekananda 
has also said : "STUDY MAN. HE IS THE BEST LIVING POEM". 
We can learn and imbibe a great lot from it. Mahatma Gandhi has 
also presented in a beautiful book 'MY EXPERIMENTS WITH TRUTH’, 
Leaves from his life, for all to learn from its many lessons, and 
imbibe wisdom from all his varied experiences, golden and silvery, 
sad or glad, sweet, sour and bitter, sometimes very very strange! 

This 19th May, 1995, I enter my 8Sth year, having completed 
84years. Tagore has said in one of his Poems : "Blessed am I that 
I was born in this sacred land of Bharat." I too count myself as 
blessed that | am born in Sind, an heir to the ancient Civilization 
and Culture of Mohen-Jo-Dero, the birth place of SHAH, SACHAL, 
SAMI, and also Sadhu Vaswani, and like him born in Hyderabad. 
I was also blessed further, for educated at the Dayaram Gidumal 
National College on the banks of the Phuleli, waters of the Sindhu 
flowing, making music like the sacred waters of the Ganga and Jamuna, 
| had the good luck not only to complete my B.A. Honours, in this 
College, but also became a Professor in the College and taught 
there for 10 years, in the fine company of such Scholars and lovers 
of Sindhi Literature and Culture and rich contributors to them, as 
ADO JETHMAL PARSRAM, our distinguished brother, who could 
with his knowledge and authority, compare the Sindhi Poet Shah 
with England's Shakespeare, and Prof. Kalyan Advani, who after 
the famous Dr. Gurbuxani, by producing his scholarly work on Shah- 
Jo-Risalo, won laurels and has done great and unique service to 
the Sindhi People, in Sind and Hind. 


And in that College named after Dayaram Gidumal, who was 
also called Rishi Dayaram Gidumal, for he, like Sadhu Hiranand 
and his venerated brother Navalrai, was a lover of the Ideals of 
the ancient Rishis of India and sought to incorporate them in his 
own life, in that Ideal-inspired College, | had among my students, 
persons like the poet Nirmal Jiwatani who in 1942, in Hyderabad 


Experience is the best teacher td 


Sind, ip Hirabad, near the Central Jail itself, courageously defyin 
the prevailing Martial Law, hoisted the National Flag, alongwith 
Hiro nani, Nand Gidwani and others, who then were arrested, 
whipped, imprisoned and he became a Martyr like Hemu Kalani in 
Freedom's Battle. f 


Amon my OCaeasnarnts were patriotic persons like L.K. 
Advani and K.R.Malkani, now President and Vice-President of B.J.P., ° 
who are National leaders, sit in Lok Sabha and Rajya Sabha as 
clcoteacaeets of the people, there too, to promote National Ideals 
and values. 


Among the golden leaves of my life in the College, which 
I cherish in my memory as meaningful and fruitful of great good, 
was our educative tour of historic and cultural places of Sind, including 
Mohen-Jo-Daro, in the scHolarly and delightful company of that 
great lover of Sindhiyat, Shri Jethmal Parsram, also the buddin 
poet Shri Nirmal Jiwatani, K.R. Malkani and others. This prove 
not only delightful, but also very meaningful and richly Faitful 
of great good, for it awakened among the students great interest, 
love and pride in the culture of Sind and India, and inspired several 
of them to engage in the Service of the Motherland with great zeal, 
zest and devotion. If I then produced books on "THE SPENDOUR 
THAT WAS SIND", "THE MARVELS OF MOHEN-JO-DARO", "THE 
ECONOMIC PROBLEMS OF RURAL SIND", Shri K.R. Malkani has 
here produced, a fine book "THE SINDH STORY", which the people 
in Sind have got translated and published in Sindhi for their bene sit 

Another very significant leaf in my life, which I remember 
and recall with great satisfaction and joy Is that we, K.R. Malkani, 
Hashu Kewalramani, Tirath Basant, Dr. Haru Sadarangani, K.S. Sainani, 
Lachman Khubchandani and others together set up in Delhi, in 1956, 
The Sindhu Samaj: | was elected its First President. We with 
the ed oh ha ag of Dr. Choithram Gidwani, Shri Jairamdas 
Doulatram, Sucheta Didi, Dada Acharya Kripalani and Krishna Kripalani 
were able to play, a useful role in the movement for recognition 
of Sindhi as the 15th Language in the Indian constitution. 


These are some significant events and reminiscences of my 
life. And what are the significant Lessons? 


As you grow in age, life's mystery and meaning, you understand 
more and more; you see more clearly its purpose, and you realise 
that what happens in the world is all really the lila of the lord, 
and you have to accept it, to welcome His will cheerfully, to rejoice 
in it. This is the true test yon maturity. Then automatically, 
naturally, comes to your mind, appeals to your heart, and brings 
comfort to your being, the message in beautiful lines of your Poet 


SHAH. l 
"Whatever your Beloved God sends to you, Accept as His Sweet Prasad 


Tasting it in this spirit, you will find there is no bitterness in it” 


The teaching of Sadhu Vaswani, the great son of Sind and 
Hind, then flashes, across your mind and you begin to feel comforted 
by it and adopt it. 

"Be Grateful ! Be Thankful ! Do not worry ! No cause for 
Worry!". If troubles come, if difficulties come, as experienced, mature 

ersons, we recall: “Whom He Loves, He tests, He persecutes, 
He pains, E 
There is a meaning and deep mystery about it". 


76 Self-examination is better than opinions of others 


Why Gandhi was shot and also our Bhagat Kanwar? Why Frontier 
Gandhi had to suffer in prison for so many years, and also our G.M. 
Syed? Because they stood firm and true for some Ideals. 


For Service of Ideals of the Motherland, of Humanity, has 
God, granted to us this our life. In Sadhu Vaswani's words, the 
object of life is: “To remember the Lord and, to serve His creation. 


What better or truer Lesson can there be, for us all to learn from 
life : 


When Time comes near for us to go to Heaven, the great 
Truth of Life also comes and dawns on us : 


"Do not stretch your bow, to strike your arrow at me ! 
Lest you hurt your own self, for you too are a part of me". 


And the heart whispers : 


"Open your eyes and see the wonderful Drama! 
The Lord, He and He alone, is here, there, all around, Everywhere". 


_ Our hearts then feel that happily doing our duty, serving 
Society according to our capability, we depart in Happiness, to 
go and present ourselves in the court of the Creator. 


From "Jeevan Veda’, Life's Book, some leaves, a few reminiscences, 
I have presented to you this time, other Reminiscences, relating 
to meetings with Mahatma Gandhi, Acharya Vinoba Bhave, Sadhu 
Vaswani, Dada J.P. Vaswani, and my long and active association 
with the Vivekananda Rock Memorial and Vivekananda Kendra and 
its work, | thall sia resent to you in the Future,if God wills 
it. WHATEVER HE WILLS, IS BEST FOR ALL OF US, IS THE FINEST 
LESSON, TO CHERISH BY ALL OF US, FOR OUR PROGRESS AND 
HAPPINESS. 


Courtesy : Sindhi Unit, All India Radio, Delhi. 


Fragrant leaves from a Sindhi's Life Book 


Shri Vaswaniji Kendra's Gurudev The Law-Divine! 


Shri Vaswaniji You walk gently in the campus Beauty pervades the Universe! 


How is it talk soothingly to us Everywhere is sweet converse! 


like vintage wine glance lovingly at everyone The Art of loving, sweetly smil- 


you glow and sparkle? give magnanimously to all ing: 


Is it because like an dream dauntlessly of a better Where did you learn and gain? 

old painting you are ‘ pik 

becoming tore ebmorrow. Love begets love!" this great 
i ey Truth! 

precious? E bit like T si 

Keep on ! ee en You fully proved, O Vaswani! 

is the Prayer of us -~ Serene......SUBLIME. This indeed is the Law Eternal of 


all Like him; you adore: Painting, life in the world 


(Kendra Family) Music,Poetry, EVERYTHING! The whole creation lives by this 
: ; f -Law Divine! 


TO AE epee (Translated from the original in 


example of a selfless lover Hindi) 


(Courtesy : Renu : Courtesy ` Hemlata 8-9-96, 
Creativity Board, Kanya Prashanti Kuteeram, Bangalore 
Kumari) 
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SADHU HIRANAND 
(1963 - 1993) 


Sadhu Hirananda! thou shouldst be livin i ; Si 
l a! thou sho g at this hour; Sind hath need of 
oe Lakhs of men are living in Sind; why does Sind need Sadhu Hiranand? An 
a abies to this query is writ large in Sadhu Hiranand's life. 
adhu Hiranand remembered well that actions speak louder than words 
~~ pie is better than precept, that a great deal can be done in silence. The 
we of fame—that last infirmity of noble minds—was not his. The habit of self- 
a Pg bane of many a good man—was not his. His acts of charity 
= ory ness were done in silence and secrecy. He was an un-assuming man. 
e ” not waste his breath in mere words. He conserved his energy for his 
pi a oe but without paragraphs in papers about his work. He 
ife; but he made no fuss. Humility—the disti ishi 
his ifen y istinguishing mark of 


Sind needs Sadhu Hiranand today for we have forgotten the humility o 
Hiranand. A large section of public men, alas, have a that Sates, 
devotion to work, that self-forgetfulness, which was surely the keynote of Sadhu 
Hiranand's life. 

Yes, Sadhu Hirananda ! Sind hath need of thee! We hanker after position 
and power, our public men thirst for posts and presidentships. Come, O, come 
and let thy humility shine in some hearts. Bless us that some of us may be 
inspired with the selfless devotion to work that was yours. 

___ Sadu Hiranand was the very soul of simplicity. Simple living and high 
thinking—this common yet significant maxim was perhaps never better illustrated 
than in the life of Sadhu Hiranand. The song of simplicity incessantly streamed 
forth from his life. He was simple in his dress and simple in his ways. 

Sind needs Sadhu Hiranand today for we have lost the simplicity of 
Sadhu Hiranand. What with the tight-fitting clothes of our boys, what with the 
high heeled shoes of our girls, both injurious to health, we are a fashion ridden 
people. At the mercy of our tailors and barbers, we change the cut of our coat 
and the cut of our hair after brief intervals of time. Slaves of fashion, we sheepishly 
follow evry meaning-less change in fashion to our great detriment. Where, O, 
where is the simplicity of Sadhu Hiranand in the fashion driven Sind of to-day? 

Yes, Sadhu Hirananda ! Sind hath need of thee. We are addicted to 
dishes; we are crazy after the latest cut in clothes; ape-like we imitate and adopt 
foreign modes and ways. Come, O,come with thy simplicity and bless us that we 
may break this bondage, end this slavery of foolish Fashion and let simplicity 


reign in our hearts again. 


Service of suffering humanity was the religion of Sadhu Hiranand. His 
love of God found expression in his service of God's creatures. He was the 
friend of the poor and the needy. He gave them money and he gave them his 
time. Lose yourself in the service of God's creatures that you may find yourself 
in God's presence—this sound advice of a saint was gladly followed by Sadhu 
Hiranand. While he lived, he served the people; and he died while serving the 
people. 
Sind needs Sadhu Hiranand to-day, for we have lost the spirit of service 
that filled Sadhu Hirananad. We only talk too much of serving humanity. Sincere 
and selfless servants of the people are few to find. 


Yes Sadhu Hirananda ! Sind hath need of thee. The destitute, the 
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distressed in Sind, sigh for asympathetic soul, cry for a helping hand. Come, O, 
come with thy song of service, that our minds too may be filled with the spirit of 
service and our hearts become alive with the flow of sympathy for our suffering 
fellow men. 

Sadhu Hirananda ! thou hast passed away. 


No, thou livest for ever. 

Thou livest in our hearts. 

Sadhu Hirananda ! thou dost live in thy acts of charity and kindness. 
Thou dost dwell in thy deeds of sympathy and service. 


Thy noble deeds have blossomed in the dust and do now fill the world 
with fragrance. 

Sadhu Hirananda! Thou art not dead, but immortal; for thou dost afford 
a perennial source of inspiration to Sind's sons and daughters. 

Sadhu Hirananda ! On this auspicious occasion of thy anniversary, let 
thy message of Self-forgetfulness, Service and simplicity sink into our souls. 
This is my prayer. 


Courtesy : Vidya. Educational Journal. July 1935 


DAYARAM GIDUMAL ON SADHU HIRANAND 
PREFACE to the First Editionof his Biography 
"THE STORY OF A HUMBLE SOUL' 


Hiranand was humility itself. He was a modest wayside flower, whose fragrance 
was for several years wasted on the desert air of Sindh. He hated publicity, if he 
hated anything; and I have been doubting, for years, whether the record ofsuch 
a man's life — a life, alas, extremely brief — ought to be published at all. But, 
after many obstinate questionings, | have resolved to tell the story of his short 
career, in the hope that other humble souls will derive some solace, may be, even 
some encouragement, from the example of one, who firmly believed in the great 
truth : "No sacrifice to heaven, no help from heaven," and who not only 
practised self-denial steadily as a duty, but, in his quiet way, testified to the 
supreme claims of the Light of Lights and to the supreme Bliss of moulding one's 
life into correspondence with its Beauty. He lived for others, and was a seeker 
after the Highest, and, if for no other reasons, at least for these, he deserves to 
be more widely known. "The smallest candle fills a mile with its rays, and the 
papillae of a man run out to every star," and, it may be, that even this small 
contribution to biography will not be wholly fruitless. 


Chifton, Karachi, Dayaram Gidumal 
October 19, 1993 


Courtesy : The Soul of Sind’ by Dayaram Gidumal (4th Edition, January 1994, Price 
Rs. 125/-) 

(Published by Miss Sita C Samtani. Secretary, Sindh Brahma Sikhya Samelan, Kamla High 
School. Khar. Bombay - 400052) 
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THE MARVELS OF MOHEN-JO-DARO 


"Five thousand years ago, before even the Aryans were heard 
of, the Punjab andSind were enjoying an advanced civilization, closely 
akin but in some respects even superior to that of contemporary 
Mesopotamia and Egypt—This is what discoveries at Harappa and 
Mohen-Jo-Daro now place beyond question", Sir John Marshall 
in Mohen-Jo-Daro and Indus Civilization. 


"Though much is known yet much abides" - how very true 
of Ancient History this is ! Recent archaeological exvacations 
at Mohen-Jo-Daro in Sind, and at Harappa in the Punjab, have brought 
to light an ancient civilization, which the archaeologists have 
unhesitatingly declared to be earlier than the Aryan civilization 
of India. The finds at Mohen-Jo-Daro, revealing a marvellous culture, 
surpassing in many respects, the splendour of Egypt and Mesopotamia, 
have revolutionised our ideas of the antiquity and origin of Indian 
civilization; and our Indian civilization which was formerly supposed 
to be only 3500 years Old—The Aryans came to India about 1500 
B.C.—is now held to be at least 5000 years old, contemporaneous 
with the civilizations of Egypt and Mesopotamia. Our history has 
thus been pushed back, by no less than 1500 years, and we are 
to be counted among the most ancient civilized peoples of the world. 


To begin .he story of this ancient civilization unveiled at 
Harappa in the .Jontgomerry District of the Punjab in 1921, and 
at Mohen-Jo-Dato in the Larkana District of Sind in 1922, we note 
that this civilizai‘on is called the Indus Civilization, for both Harappa 
and Mohen-Jo-Daro are found to lie in the old bed of the river, 
Indus, which has been a capricious river, having changed its course 
no less than 18 times. Mohen-Jo-Daro, more than Harappa, is the 
source of information about this ancient civilization; for while Harappa 
was used as a quarry for bricks during successive ages and therefore 
not much was left of it, such was not the fate of Mohen-Jo-Daro. 
Moen-Jo-Daro, which name means mound of the killed*—as in Babylonia 
so here in the Indus valley, the city mounds seem to be the treasure- 
house of qa amacion-tells the story of a wonderful civilization. 
It comprises two principal mounds, the larger 1,300 yds. long and 
670 yards wide, and the smaller my sre by 330 yards. Layer 
after layer of buildings,superimposed one over another like the 
nine cities of Troy-Seven cities have been found here—has been 
unearthed, and the life of a forgotten people, has been brought 
to light, in all its rich variety. 

The city of Mohen-Jo-Daro with its broad streets, straight 
rows of buildings, the cross roads cutting at right-angles, which 
can be seen even to-day, was a model of town planning. The houses 
were spacious and were built of brick. They had courtyards, bath 
rooms which were well paved, staircases and upper storeys. Each 
house had its own well, which supplies water, even to-day. An 
elaborate system of drainage and sanitation "better than any thing 
that was usual in Europe till the nineteenth century" existed. The 
drains were all covered. The perfect drainage system revealing 
co-ordination between private and public construction, indicates 
a high class civic organisation—an enlightened municipality. Among 
the buildings discovered are : some pillared halls, certain remarkable 


* Mohen-Jo-Daro should really be spelt as Moen-Jo-Daro. The word ‘Moen- 
Jo-Daro’ means ‘dead’in the Sindhi Language 
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buildings which some think are temples—no images have been found, 
a market square with lines of shops; and a great tank which it appears 
served as a bathing place for the public—chambers for bathers 
are to be seen around it. Dr. Mackay suggests that "bathing was 
a ritual of the people of Mohen-Jo-Daro". But this is only a surmise. 
Much cannot be said about the religion of the people. The figures 
on their seals and amulets tell us something of their gods and goddesses. 
One seal shows a humped bull of great size, another a nude three 
headed deity with horns, in a Yoga pose-supposed to be Shiva. 
Tree worship, water or river worship and and animal worship also 
seem to have prevailed. The dead were buried; in several cases 
first cremated and then their ashes put in urns or jars, which were 
buried. Some of these urns or jars and some skeletons have been 
found. The skeletons and measurements of the doors of the houses 
show that the people were not tall. Men wore beards and some 
times shaved the upper lip—razors and mirrors have been found. 
It is doubtful whether the Mohen-Jo-Daro people believd in a life 
after death. 


Implements and utensils were made of polished stone. Copper 
or bronze, gold, silver, even tin and zinc were known, but not iron. 
The people seem to have been devoted to peace,rather than war. 
They had simple weapons—axes, spears, bows and arrows. Only 
two short swords have been found. Spinning and weaving were 
known, and clothes of cotton, even wool, were worn. Wheat, barley 
and oats were grown. The cow, the buffalo and the goat were domesticated 
for milk, and fish formed part of food. The seals show even the 
tiger, the elephant and the rhinoceros, but neither the camel nor 
the horse. The people were rich and had a high standard of living 
which is seen in their fine furniture and beautiful jewellery. They 
even used cosmetics. Gold and silver bangles, ear and nose ornaments, 
rings, necklaces, bracelets and precious stones of 23 varieties have 
been found. "The gold ornaments are so well finished and so highy 
polished that they might have come out of a Bond Street jeweller 
rather than from a prehistoric house of 5000 years ago" writes Sir 
John Marshall. Not many specimens of the art of the sculptor have 
been found, but the few portraits which have been discovered, 
and sculptures and carvings in alabaster and marble, indicate that 
great progress had been achieved in this art. Female figures showing 
that the art of dancing was then practised, have been obtained. 
Glazed pottery, decorated with beautiful animal and human figures, 
has also been found. Pottery work was put to many uses. There 
were pottery drain-pipes, toys, vases,bird-cages, candle-stands and 
several other things. 


Seals are the cream of the fascinating finds at Mohen-Jo- 
Daro. As many as 558 specimens have been found. Some are made 
of copper but most are of ivory. they are of all sizes and shapes— 
Square, cube, cylinder, round and rectangular. Many bear animal 
and human forms on them, and on many there are inscriptions in 
a pictograph. some seals appear to have been worn as amulets. 
The pictographic seals prove that the people were familiar with 
the art of writing. It has not yet been possible to decipher this 
writing. But a great resemblance has been noticed between it and 
that on Sumerian seals. It has been suggested that the people of 
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the Indus Valley were great traders and carried on trade with Mesopotamia 
both by sea and the old land route running through the Bolon Pass. 
The weights and measures of the Mohen-Jo-Daro people were very 
delicate and ran down to very small units—this supports the suggestion 
that they were great traders. "These Indian weights are made with 
greater accuracy and consistency than those of Elam and Mesopotamia" 
says Mr. A.S. Hammy. Gold which has been found in Mohen-Jo- 
Daro is said to have come from Mysore and precious stones have 
been obtained, which are said to have come from the Nilgiris. It 
thus seems clear that the Indus civilization did not flourish in isolation, 
but had close links with different parts of India, and even with 
Western Asia. 

Toys are trifling, but the toys in Mohen-Jo-Daro, what a tremendous 
importance they possess. They tell us a lot about our ancestors 
5000 years aso. Wheeled carts must have been common, for toy 
models of them have been found. They were very like the modern 
farm carts of Sind. Toy birds with holes in them, served as whistles 
for children. A toy-bull wags his head when his tail is pulled. 
Clay models of men and animals have also been found. The children 
had beautiful marbles to play with, and other people amused themselves 
with board games. Numerous dice have been found. 


Our attempt to reconstruct from the marvels discovered at 
Mohen-Jo-Dara, a picture of the life of the Indus people 5000 years 
ago, leads us to the conclusion "That the amenities of life enjoyed 
by the average citizen at Mohen-Jo-Daro were much in advance 
of anything to be found at that time in Babylonia or on the banks 
of the Nile" says Sir John Marshall.The same is the opinion of 
V.G. Childe who writes : "Judging by the domestic architecture, 
the seal cutting and the grace of pottery, the Indus civilization 
was far ahead of the Babylonian at the beginning of the third Millenium 
B.C." It gives us great joy and great pride to know and to feel 
that India has been one of the pioneers of civilization, perhaps 
the earliest cradle of culture and this little province of Sind— 
our own Sind—was the spot where this civilization first rose, where 
this ancient culture first flowered. 


The discovery of the marvels of Mohen-Jo-Daro has had a 
miraculous effect not only on the history of India but also on that 
of the world. "With a single flash the civilization of Sind and the 
Punjab gleams before our eyes, the civilization which is the most 
ancient" wrote Sir John Marshall in London Times, and in the Illustrated 
London News of 20th September 1924, he wrote : "Ata single bound 
we find that five thousand years ago, the people of Sind and the 
Punjab were living in well built cities and were in possession of 
a civilization with a high standard of art and craftsmanship and 
a developed system of writing.” It has been a momentous archaeological 
discovery—this, of Mohen-Jo-aro—which has opened out a new 
historical vista to the world and provided a vast field of research 


to India's large army of history students. 
Courtesy a) Author's Book : "Glimpses of Ancient Glory : Essays in 


istory” 1939. 
oaa an History Vol. XXIV, Part-3. December 1945, Madras 


c) 'Modern Review', Calcutta, January, 1946 
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'I AM MRITUNJAYA' 
SINGS DANCING GIRL OF MOHEN-JO-DARO 


Since centuries the tinkling sound of bangles 


Khan Khan Khan Khan is going along with me 
In the desert the sand storm, through the particles of sand 


Khan Khan Khan Khan 


In the total silence the sound of bracelets, is making the air alive 
and the atmosphere animated! 
Sand & Sand everywhere and the sound - Khan Khan Khan Khan 


But On the slippery sand whose footprints are being formed? The 
delicate footprints-formed, unformed and reformed, forward and 
backward, Left and right, Khan Khan in front, Khan Khan at the 
back. Khan Khan here, Khan Khan there, 

Yes, my feet are falling on the ground and creating this tune ! 


But slowly and slowly the ccho is becoming fainter and fainter, 
feebler and feebler 


Yes, | am the dancer of Mohen Jo Daro. 


More than five thousand years I have been wandering on this slippery 
path 


At times the burning sand has blistered the soles of my feet. 


At times they have become numb with cold yet Khan Khan forward 
Khan Khan backward 


Khan Khan here Khan Khan there My journey is on..... 


I am the witness of Pleasant and ugly events of history. Water 
tanks, Baths, Granaries, Baked bricks, Seals. 


Female toiletries, Necklaces and Bangles, Earrings and Bracelets 
- Ornaments of a dancing girl My ornaments 


The world's civilisation was in its mother's womb 
My birth had taken place 


I am the first and foremost civilisation of the world- The epitome 
of culture 


The Sindhu Valley civilisation in this depleted condition! 
For centureis, | was buried under ground, 
But was later dug up and discovered 


Greeks, Turks, Persians, Arabs, all had crossed my land. They came, 
they crushed, crumpled and kneaded my dust under their feet 


| remember everything, the foreign invaders, the horses of the savage 
riders galloping away The sound of hoofs, the neighing of horses, 
the swishing sound of swords touching the swords, Arrows, Spears. 
Daggers all soaked with human blood flashing in the air. 
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I remember everything. They came raising dust storms causing havoc 
and devastation and crossed my border. 


From Alexander to Mohammed Bin Qasim From Ghaznavi to Ghori 

From Changez Khan to Babar, They played 'Holi' of Blood colouring 
my dust-red. 

Abhorrent scenes were witnessed by me, Innumerable wounds were 
inflicted upon me, I fell and rose I nearly died but got up the next 
moment, Am / a thing to die? I am Mrityunjaya* 

I accepted some things. I discarded some things | compromised. / refused 
to lose my identity. My identity is still intact 

But the sound of bangles is becoming fainter. and fainter My steps 
are becoming slower and slower. And 'Khan Khan' is becoming tuneless 
and hoarse. 


Suddently a blow tore apart my entire existence 


Heart of my heart, Flesh of my flesh, my two offsprings were snatched 
away from me. 


Who to be with? whom to leave? In that confusion I left both of 
them. 


During their mother's lifetime, her children became orphans! One 
ey being landless, is hanging in the air, with nothing under his 
eet. 

He has adorned me with jewels and diamonds What are gems to 
me? diamonds, rubies, dollars and guinees? What I need is my 
sense of belonging, my roots, my Culture, Art and Literature! 
The other child is a stranger in his own native land. The alien people 
having snatched away his rights, are trying to rule him : With cager 
eyes he is soliciting the help of his brother across the border. 
Their blood is the same, Language the same. Same is their stature, 
the form -of their bodies, the same. Brought up together on the 
same land, their ways, their habits are the same, But they belong 
to different nations, different religions! the boundaries created 
by man himself! 


Inspite of my knowledge that my love and shelter is the only source 
of liberation for them, I am helpless, I am unable to hold them together 
in my arms 

Grief stricken in their separation I am roaming about in the sandy 
desert Khan Khan forward, 


Khan Khan backward 
Khan Khan here, Khan Khan there 


With the constant touch, my armlets are piercing my flesh, and 
the blood is trickling Are these ornaments or chains of bondage? 
Enduring inner and outer pain, I am walking on and on.....! 


"Mritunjaya’ means the one who has conquered death i.e. immortal. 
Couttin Rita Shahani in Asseen Sindhi, English Monthly, Bombay, February 


1995. 
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"JHOOLAY LAL" 
SAVIOUR OF SINDHI PEOPLE 


The holy figure is that of Jnoolay Lal, also known as Udero 
Lal, Amar Lal or Lal Sain. In the tenth century when Arabs were 
declining and the Soomras were coming up, Mirakh Shah, the fanatical 
ruler of Thatta, ordered the Hindus to embrace Islam. The bewildered 
people collected en masse on the banks of the Sindhu and prayed 
to Varuna Devata for a saviour. Legend has it that a handsome 
young man emerged from the river on a charger, showed many miracles 
and saved the people from cultural genocide. He is shown in Nasarpur— 
where he is believed to have been born to Rattan Rao Luhana and 
his wife Devaki—as a baby in a silver swing (jhoola or peengho)— 
just like Lord Krishna in his childhood. Elsewhere he is shown 
with a flowing white beard, like Guru Nanak, but seated on the 
river-fruit, fish, But he was obviously a great youth leader who 
saved the Sindhi Hindus a thousand years ago. To this day temples 
are built in his honour and panjaras (five-line verses) are sung 
to his greater glory. And in recent years Roona Laila has made 
Jhoolay Lal—and Mast Qalandar-household names in Hindustan 
and Pakistan alike, with her lilting "O Lal, Meri Pat Rakhiyo Sada 
Jhoolay Lalan..... " Rendered in English, it reads : 


OH LORD of Sindh, Jhoolay Lal, 
And Sire of Sehwan, the redrobed God-intoxicated Qalandar! 
Glory unto you! May I always have your benign protection! 
YOUR SHRINE is always lighted with four lamps; 
And here I come to light a fifth lamp in your honour! 
LET YOUR heroic name ring out in Hind and Sindh; 
Let the gong ring loud for your glory! 
OH LORD, may you prevail every time, everywhere! 


In the name of Ali, I pray to you to help my boat cross (the river 
of life) in safety! 


Courtesy : "The Sindh Story" By K.R. Malkani (Sindhi Academy, Delhi) 1997. 


OUR DAILY PRAYER 


Lord! Lead me from Untruth to Truth! Asato ma sad gamaya! 
Lord! Lead me from Darkness to Light! Tamaso ma jyotir gamaya! 
Lord! Lead me from Death to Immortality! Mrityo ma Amritam gamaya! 
How beautiful, is this ancient Vedic Prayer! And how happy we 
all, even in the modern days, can be praying thus! If only we could remove 
the mists of misunderstanding, from our minds, the miasma of accumuiated 
untruth, and clear away all the cobwebs of self-woven prejudices, how truth 
will shine bright in the mirror of our minds as the sun in the clear sky! 
We shall be at peace one with the other, in harmony among ourselves 
and with Nature in the Universe; and we shall live integrated, happy, human 
lives, loving all and serving all, for we would have passed from the darkness 
of ignorance and selfishness to the light of Love that gives and gives and 
gives. And we would have passed from Death to Immortality, from our 


ea gees ht self, in the here and now, to the larger, higher self, everywhere 
an sternal! 
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WE, THE SINDHI PEOPLE 
PART-II 
SINDHI LITERATURE : GLIMPSES AND GLEANINGS 


We, Sindhis have many writers, good writers and great writers, and apart 
from the Govt. Agencies like the All India Sahitya Academy, the Sindhi People 
now are enlightened enough to honour them, offer Awards to them and organise 
Seminars on them. 

The great problem is that there are not many readers, and they are divided 
due to two scripts, the earlier Arabic looking one and the Devanagri Script now 
increasingly popular, for easier for the younger generation of Sindhis, scattered 
in so many Pradeshes all over India. 

The beauty , the melody and the appeal of the original, it is difficult to 
bring out in translation, in English. Mostly I have given in this book, translations 
of my own writings, whether in the form of Drama or Short Story, Sketches, 
Essays or Songs or Poems, though I do not rank them as the best or 
representative. 


However I have with great hesitation translated a few fine lines from 
poems of some well known poets, specially on the theme of sorrow of separation 
from Sind. Among them are Shaikh Ayaz, Narayan Shyam, Goverdhan ‘Bharati’, 
Hari ‘Dilgir', Haru Sadarangani 'Khadim' Krishna 'Rahi', Sugun Ahuja, Arjun 
'Hasid', Arjun 'Shad', Prabhu 'Wafa', Hemraj Nagwani, M. Kamal, Mirchumal 
Soni, M. G. Gurnani and Tulsi Anandani. 

My apologies to all for this hesitation and the consequent grievous 
deficiency of this book. I hope and pray, others, more able and competent, more 
learned and resourceful, will fill this glaring gap and rectify and remove this 
great and gaping deficiency, for which I express my deepest regrets. 

| am very happy to include in the book, Smt. Rita Shahani's beautiful 
poem 'I AM MRITYUNJAYA' on the Dancing Girl of Mohen-Jo-Daro, translated 
by herself in fine flowing English, thanks to her. It is a most significant and very 
moving poem, not only musical but heart - rending when, towards its end, it 
mourns the pathetic plight of the Sindhi People, partitioned so cruelly, with such 
devastating consequences. 

I have also included in this book some lines from Arjun 'Shad', 'Parsram 
Zia’, Ishwar Anchal, Indur Bhojwani, Moti Prakash, Sugun Ahuja, the well known 
singer Master Chandur, and above all the great Sadhu Vaswani, from our sister 
Popati Hiranandani’s valuable book ‘History of Sindhi Literature’ (Post 
Independence 1947-1978). And I have also included from Lilaram Ruchandani's 
valuable book in Sindhi ' Sahitjo Ithas’, History of Sindhi Literature, lines on the 
pains of partition from the following poets - Lughari Mujrim, 'Tajil Bewas', Syed 
Akbar, Abdul Haque 'Shahid' and the great Ayaz, as quoted by him in Sindhi, the 
imperfect translations being mine, for which | take the blame. I also take the 
blame for my English renderings of the precious Poems of Arjun 'Shad', Kala 


Prakash and Harikant, which adorn the end of this book. 
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* 4 DRAMA ON DOWRY 
WHOIS GUILTY ? 


SCENE | 


(Drawing Room in Diwan Dalpatrai's House, With a sofa at one end and 
a few chairs at the other. Chandra, college-going daughter of Diwan Dalpatrai is 
seen sitting on the sofa, deep in thought, with her chin held in the palm of her 
hand. She wears such a brooding, worried look - now she gets up and walks, and 
now again she sits down, and seems to be engaged in a soliloquy on some 
problem preying on her mind). 


CHANDRA : "Every girl, every maiden - A fine fragrant bud ! Tne more 
she blossoms, the brighter she beams ! The further she flowers, the further she 
scatters the fragrance of her charm ! But as a flower has its thorns, as the shining 
moon has its dark spot, even so, in the luminous, laughing life of every girl, is 
there alas, a dark, depressing, cruel cloud ! 

A girl - however fine, beautiful in looks - in face and figure ; sweet in her 
speech, smart and intelligent, bright in conversation, even brilliant ; accomplished 
in all domestic arts : - sewing and knitting, needle work and cooking, also nursing, 
even singing, with music in her voice, her gestures, her laughter, with even a 
bright academic record, intellectual accomplishments, in addition to musical and 
artistic talent in painting and poetry, story telling and story writing, - however 
versatile, is yet not regarded an equal to any average, ordinary boy. This is the 
thorn that continues to prick the tender heart of every self-respecting girl. This 
is the dark cloud that dims the lustre of her bright beaming life ! 


When boys, all boys, ordinary boys, laugh and jeeringly say : Any boy is 
equal to any the best girl plus Rupees ten thousand or fifteen or more - how our 
hearts sink in shame ! And then again how they burn in anger ! Oh, how it cuts 
our hearts then ! 


What ! Is it really true, that Heaven and Hell are really here, in this world? 
And whom God wants to punish in hell, he makes into a girl, and whom he wants 
to enjoy as in heaven, he gives birth to as a boy ? Oh ! Is God too then against 
us, girls ? (She had got up in the excitement of her argument, but now she sits 
down again on the sofa, down cast and depressed, heavy with the burden of 
pain. Silence that follows is heavy with sorrow - a silence which seems 
oppressive and sad, and there is in the background a dirge-like sound of soft, 
moving, pathetic music, which seems like moaning, as if it seems to echo the 
mourning and moaning, the heartache in the heart of this talented, 
tenderhearted girl) 


si The Original in Sindhi. first published in 1936, in the prestigeous literary monthly. ‘Sindhu’. 
lranslated by the Author Prof. K. N. Vaswani from his original in Sindhi and first published 
in 1973 in Yuva Bharati. Madras. English monthly organ of Vivekanand Kendra, Kanyakumari. 
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The auspicious occasion of marriage, should be, for us all, a period of 
undiluted joy, delightful, blissful, when the heart is singing and the body is 
dancing ! But what is it now instead ? Our hearts ure lacerated and wounded. 
Our minds are burdened and worried, for marriage amongst us means, not 
Kanya Dan but groom sale, not the loving gift of the girl, but mercenary 
bargaining for the boy. Marriage among us means, purchase of a boy for us, 
with rupees ten thousand, fifteen, or more, as the purchase price, given in cash 
or otherwise. What a shame and a disgrace ! What a humiliation for us, specially 
girls ! ( She rises in anger and anguish). 


Having to offer a big bribe like this to a boy, to persuade him to partner us 
through life, is to poison the pure partnership for life, with selfish greed, when it 
should be sanctified by and rooted in unselfish love ! What an irony ! They 
alone can and will remain proud and happy life-partners, who will acknowledge 
and accept each other as worthy of each other. To give thousands on behalf of 
the girl, is to concede and accept and acknowledge, that she is an inferior. It is 
wrong in principie. It is a stain on her sense of self-respect, which ever shal! eat 
into her heart, for it brands her as an unequal. 

Apart from this, where from are the bride's people to collect these 
thousands upon thousands ? They have to collect bribes after bribes, to collect 
this cruel dowry-money, for the disposal of their daughters. If they are honest 
and God-fearing like my father, and therefore keep away from bribe-taking, then, 
there is no money whatever, to give to the daughter. Some of them are driven to 
sell ancestral property, land or building : others have to squander away all their 
life's savings : others yet, to incur heavy burdens of debt, which they cannot 
repay : and then too, all they can do, is to dispose of just one daughter, so heavy 
and cruel is the terrible burden of this accursed Dowry. 


And now, more difficult times are coming, with prices rising all along the 
line. Are people then to spend on food and clothing and shelter, education and 
health. with great difficulty to make the two ends meet, or are they to conform to 
this nefarious custom of Dowry, to arrange for the marriage of their daughters ? 
(She sits down in great dejection and says after a period of silence). 

If my father is to give me Dowry, where from is he to find the money ? It 
is clear, that only if he accepts money for my brother Gulab, that he can provide 
the money for my Dowry., which means I become the cause for taking Dowry. 


| who regard it a stain on my self-respect, to offer thousands to a boy to be taken 
into the life-partnership of marriage, / should be the cause for some other girl, 
being coerced to offer money for coming into the life of my brother as a life- 
partner, and be thus humiliated, as I feel I am being humiliated. I feel it is wrong 
and cruel and shameful, that other people bargain with us, in a mercenary manner, 
and extort money from us as Dowry. /- how shall I let my brother, my own brother 
do this. and do this for me, because of me. for my sake ? (Chandra gets up in 
pain, revulsion and confusion. 

What? L to do this ? Does this behove me ? Where is my sense of self- 
respect ? Truly do they sav : every one complains and grumbles, when itis time 
for giving, and prattles about reform of the marriage and Dowry custom , hut 
when it is time for taking, then every one forgets all lofty thinking and ideals. 
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But then, what am I to do ? (sits in silence, cogitating.) 


What, then ? Should I not marry ? Should I let the pleasant spring- 
season of my bubbling youth float and fade fast away without its delightful 
fulfilment and sweet fruition ? Should I let the most entrancing, heart-throbbing 
and soul-kindling days of my life pass away listlessly, fruitlessly ? As | grow 
older, more difficult will it grow, to get a life-partner ; and costlier, more dear will 
become the bargain. 


What, then, am I to do ? Shall I give up the thought of marriage and 
resolve to remain a life-long virgin ? Oh, shall I have to be condemned to live as 
an Old maid ? Old maid I Alas, No. I don't want to be an Oid maid. Not that the 
married state is definitely better than of being an Old maid, and therefore I keenly 
want marriage. But being an Old maid ! Oh, | do not want this too. Because 
people pity Old maids. They pathetically, mockingly say : Poor, old things ! No 
one is willing to take them. This is it, that hurts, deeply cuts me. This pity, that is 
more like contempt, is beyond bearing, insufferable. Oh, how shall | suffer it ? 
(She hides her face in her hands in unbearable pain and sinks down on the 
sofa. Silence, in which in subdued tones, is heard heart-rending music. Darkness 
spreads into the room). 


But why should not I end this unhappy life ? - This miserable me, so that 
all will become free of all this worry. And let my suicide, also make some impact, 
have some effect, on the intolerable, cruel society too ! 


Suicide ! Suicide ! Yes..But..No..Suicide.. What is the good of a suicide ? 
Poor Lila committed suicide. What happened ? What effect did it produce ? Did 
it make one little dent on the Dowry custom ? Did it decrease it by one little bit ? 
Just for a few days, the town was full of the horror and pathos of the thing. 
Everyone talked and felt sad and gloomy, mourned the miserable plight of all 
those concerned, and ranted against the cruelty of the custom. And then the 
thing passed. Everyone forgot about it. We were as we were. People continued 
in their customary, conventional, cruel ways, again bargaining for more and 
more Dowry, extracting all they could, persisting with their ever increasing 
demands, extorting as ever before. 

What, then ? Even Death does not seem to offer any release from this 
deadly Dowry. What then am I to do ? ..Must I yield and submit, and surrender? 
Forsake the Ideal ? Shall I let my brother accept Dowry, extort Dowry, and then 
with that, buy a boy and marry ? Shall I do this ? (She has got up with the rising 
feeling in her). Is it proper ? Is it decent ? Is it right ? O God ! I don't really know 
what to do ? | am caught between two fires, knowing not where to turn, what to 
do. If I do this, it is not good ; if I do thai, that too will not do. O my God! O my 
God ! O My krishna, ever showing the guiding light in the midst of the darkness 
of the night ! 


(She bows down and softly sings). 
O My Krishna! Show me the right path ! 


Dear Lord! I know not my way, | am really confused, my God ! You alone can 
guide me ! 
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O My Krishna! There is no secret from you ! You know all ! You alone can guide 
me! 

O My Krishna ! My kind, compassionate Krishna, Shower on me your 
compassion, My Lord. 

The heartless World's cruelties, Many and crude, multiple injuries, have wounded 
my heart. 

O Krishna, you alone can heal and guide me. 


You, My Krishna, are alone the Help of the helpless, 
You, My Lord, are alone the saviour of the wounded in life's battle, 


Come, My Krishna, Come, you alone can guide me 


SCENE II 


(Drawing Room in Diwan Dalpatrai's house, with chairs on one side and 
a sofa on the other. In one corner there is a Harmonium. In the centre there is a 
teapoy. Gulab, son of Diwan Dalpatrai is seen reclining on the sofa and reading 
a newspaper. Thoughts that cross his mind, as he reads, he seems to be expressing 
aloud). 

GULAB : What a lot of idealistic thoughts do we entertain while we are 
young ? How I used to deliver spirited lectures against the evil Dowry Custom? 
I used to think, I shall grow to do something drastic against this cruel Dowry 
custom, and strive to eradicate it - this ancient, outdated, out-worn evil. But 
alas! all these thoughts and dreams now appear to have been simply vain and 
empty like so many castles built in the air ! Where have I the strength and the 
stamina, the steadfastness, and the perseverance to oppose and uproot this 
century-old social custom ? In the cruel terrible mill of this tyrannical, soulless 
society, many persons like me have been mercilessly ground down to powder. 
Who am I to withstand its monstrous strength ? To expel Dowry from our 
society, seems to be as difficult as to drive selfishness and greed from the human 
heart or evil from the mind of Satan. Instead of Dowry, decreasing gradually 
day by day, it has been rising steeply, cruelly to be the curse of the community. 
Where it will land our Community, into what ditch or whirlpool, who knows ? 
And who cares? 

(He is reading and is silent for some time. as though sunk in thought ; 
and then again he thinks aloud). 

GULAB : I was against Dowry and even today I am against Dowry. To 
marry a girl, after taking money is a shame and a disgrace. Are we entering 
into the sacrament of marriage, or into a mercenary, commercial, sale transaction? 
Marriage is a delicate, tender tie, which is lifelong The happiness of a whole 
life depends on it. Specially, among us, Hindus, marriage is a matter of life and 
death, for once you enter into it, there is no way out for all your life. You cannot 
break the indissoluble bond, despite recent legal provisions for Divorce. While 
entering into such an indissoluble, lifelong partnership, it behoves one to consider, 
not how much money he is getting, for money, however much, will be spent 
away, the girl will remain with us for our lifetime, and be the continuing source of 
joy or grief. But we are so bankrupt in intelligence, that at such atime, we bargain 
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about money and weigh the matter of Dowry and in the ensuing bickerings and 
bargaining, the more significant matter of the life-partner is not duly and properly 
considered as the crucial matter, the matter that alone truly matters. Truth is it, 
that for the boy to extract Dowry is a matter of shame, and for the girl to have 
given Dowry is a disgrace and a discredit to both, really demeans both - it 
brands the boy as selfish and greedy, and the girl as a humiliated unequal and 
a sorry supplicant. Because of this, I have been, am. and will continue to remain, 
an opponent of the Dowry system. 

(Silence in which is heard some moving, instrumental, background 
music. Gulab's countenance wears a fine expression - like a mirror it reflects 
his tender emotions. His eyes sparkle with a gentle light - the light of love). 


Nirmala! Whata fine girl ! Beautiful as well as intelligent ! Accomplished 
in household work, cooking and needle work, and at the same time very good in 
studies ! And she comes from a good family. In age, appearance and in 
temperament too, we seem to match so well! They often say, it is so difficult to 
have all the good things together, but in this case, what is it that is wanting ? 
Everything is there that one can wish for ! 


(Gulab's face radiates joy and his lips wear a beautiful, delightful smile, 
but then again his face undergoes a change - there is a cloud of depression in 
his counienance). 


GULAB: But..... but Nirmala's parents have no money ..... They have no 
Dowry to offer ....... they cannot give any Dowry ....... AROS 7 a te l have to 
accept Dowry ? ..... I told my father and my mother, that I like .. nay love Nirmala. 
They said : 'Very good. We also like her very much. But have you thought of 
your sister Chandra ? If we take no Dowry for you, then what happens about 
Chandra ? Yes, if you find a good boy like yourself for Chandra, without any 
Dowry, then, certainly we do not want any Dowry for you, nota single pie, will 
we take. But, we are not that rich, that we may take no Dowry whatsoever, and 
then can give thousands to your sister. (He becomes silent). 


Yes. (He sits up) What father and mother say, too has some force, some 


truth in it. If I take no Dowry, then what happens about Chandra, what happens 
to Chandra ? 


I marry Nirmala, then what ? Is Chandra to remain unmarried ? ... No .... 
No.... This cannot be .. That way, I shall be regarded selfish .. I have a duty also 
to my parents - my father, mother and sisters .. then what shall I do ? 


(Silence. Gulab sits with his elbow on the teapoy, his chin in the palm of 
his hand, deep in thought .. Background music which expresses through its 
tone the inner strife, the dejection and the confusion in Gulab's mind - the war 
raging between love and duty in his heart. This does not let him rest at peace. 
He is restiess and begins to walk up and down in the room, not knowing what 
to do). 


GULAB : What, then ? Must I take Dowry ? .. Then .. I shall not get 
Nirmala .. Must I marry some other girl ? Then in that marriage, what joy shall 
l have ? \ shall not have married the girl I love ... money .. Mere money .. it shall 
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have been gone, spent away. And yet, what shall the people say ? .. Boys are 

selfish and greedy, blindly selfish and drowned in greed. They have no sense of 
self-respect They sell themselves in the marriage market .. Shameless are they.. 

Students are they .. What have they studied ? Fie on their studies, if this is what 
they have learnt ! No sense of honour have they ! (After a brief silence) What 
will my friends say ? He was the one who used to deliver eloquent, moving 
lectures, talking of lofty ideals and high principles .. he forsook his principles ... 

how will they look at me .. with what chiding looks .. Alas .. how shall I bear all 
this ? (After a brief silence) 


But, really speaking, how mistaken are these our critics ! We young 
men, what do they know of our predicament ? We are truly between the Devil 
and the deep blue sea, indeed between two fires. If we do not take Dowry, the 
parents complain and curse us saying : Our boy proved a traitor to the Family, 
ran after a mere girl. We nursed and nurtured him, educated him, but what 
happened ? He failed in his duty to us. The mother will say : 'I gave him birth and 
suffered and slaved for him, but this son of mine proved ungrateful for all my 
pains of child-birth and the rest ..' True, we have a duty to our sisters too .... but 
if we take Dowry, people complain and jeeringly say - Greedy boy .. sold himself 
for so many thousands. 

If people were to go deep into the truth of the matter, they would see 
what a great sacrifice we young men have to make. If we take Dowry, we do not 
get the girl we really want. Making ourselves unhappy, grief-stricken, sacrificing 
our lifelong happiness and joy, we are constrained, forced to take Dowry. We are 
not greedy, selfish and sinful, deserving of censure and condemnation, instead, 
we are sinned against, we are embodiments of sacrifice, worthy of praise and 
gratitude, not blame and obloquy. Who says, it is we, who take this Dowry, that 
it brings us any joy ? Mohan loved Sheela, but had to marry Kamla. / love 
Nirmala, but will have to marry some one else. Shall I then have happiness in 
my marriage, or shall I have pain and grief ? (Gulab walks up and down the 
room in unhappy agitation and then silently sits on the sofa. After sometime he 
says :) 

When I was a young boy, I thought, | shall study well and hard ; I shall 
get a good job, I shall begin to earn soon, and then collect enough money to 
provide a decent Dowry for my sister. I passed such high examinations so quickly 
But .. the times have become so difficult. More and more difficult has it become 
to collect money. Unemployment is on the increase .. prices are ever on the rise 
_. Even when one has a job, the salary becomes insufficient for the increasing 
expenses. There is no possibility of savings. Therefore, taking Dowry, seems 
unavoidable. If I do not take Dowry .. then my sister will have to remain unmarried 
Then ... Then .. what shall I do ? .... Dowry, against which, I had raised my 
voice in strong revolt .. Dowry .. shall I...... I too .... take Dowry ? ... And Nirmala 
_ Nirmala's beautiful image .. shall I efface Nirmala's sweet image from my heart? 
_ shall | forgetand forsake innocent Nirmala .. my dear Nirmala .. Alas.. (G ulab 
covers his eyes with his hands and arm and falls in dejection on the sofa with 
a thumping sound. Darkness over-spreads the room and a deep silence. The 

following lines of a song are wafted along the breeze, as some one seems to be 
singing somewhere across in another room). 
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Courage brother, do not stumble 
Though thy path be dark as night ; 
There is the star to guide the humble ; 
Trust in God and do the Right. 
Courage Brother .. 

Let the road be rough and dreary 
And it end far out of sight, 

Foot in bravely, strong or weary, 
Trust in God, and do the Right. 
Courage Brother ..... 


(Light overspreads the room, dispelling the darkness, as if symbolising 
the dawn of light, in Gulab's heart, dispelling the darkness of depression in his 
mind. And Gulab now gets up and sits). 


Thank you Dear Little Pushpa ! Your song was so well-timed. The message 
and refrain of your song were just what my heart needed at the moment. God 
would have guided you to sing this song, through it, to bring to my depressed 
and confused mind, a message of hope and cheer. We too had been taught such 
small and beautiful, meaningful little poems in our childhood. I too remember 
them, specially the following lines of one of such beautiful poems. (He gets up, 
goes to the harmonium and plays on it singing the following lines :) 


"Smile a little, smile a little, all along the Road 
Every mind must have its burden, every heart its load". 


(Gulab has stopped singing, but continues to play on the keys, the tune 

of the same lines again and again, as though, their message is bringing him 

“comfort, strength and courage. Then his fingers too have stopped playing and 
there is silence. And then .... he says : 


Yes. The poet has told the great truth .. There is no heart free from the 
burden of pain. /n the midst of obstacles and unhappiness, wise is it to smile, for 
this would lighten the load on one's heart. Little Pushpa sang beautiful and 
true, that in the battlefield of life, it is courage that is needed .. If one has courage 
and faith, - faith in God, then in the wild ocean of life, with its storms and gales, 
one's little bark can certainly safely reach its destined shore. Yes ... all this is true 
.. But .. (Gulab gets up and keeps walking up and down the room, still not at 
peace, still cogitating). 

GULAB : But ... I still can see no way out of the mess and maze, the 
labyrinth of my problem .. Where is the outlet ? .... the light in the darkness ? 
(Gulab sits on the sofa. Darkness envelopes the room) 


Are we Puppets in the hands of Providence ? 93 


SCENE III 
The Parents' Predicament 


(A room in Diwan Dalpatrai's house. On one side there are a few chairs 
and on the other a cot. There is a teapoy in the centre. Diwan Dalpatrai's wife, 
whom everyone addresses as Gulab's mother is seen sitting on the cot, with her 

fingers busy on some embroidery work on a bed sheet, and her mind deep in 
thought, her face reflecting this. She begins to talk about the matter weighing 
heavily on her mind). 


GULAB'S MOTHER : Life is indeed a great trouble-sheet, with such a 
large number of complicated knots that are so difficult to unravel. There are 
problems piled on problems - worries after worries. Expenses go on increasing. 
And incomes - where do they keep pace ? The burden of worry of daughters, 
what a big load is it on the mind and heart ! Really, | am worried to sickness by 
these ; it is beginning to tell on my health, undermining it quite badly. As the 
daughter grows, so grows the worry of the mother ! There were these Dowry 
Funds, with premiums to pay, but now these have gone into insolvency. Parents 
had starved themselves to pay the premiums, to face the monster of Dowry, but 
now all money, so painfully saved, is gone down the drain, to the detriment and 
bankruptcy of the poor parents, specially the mothers. The founders of these 
Dowry Funds for poor parents and their innocent young daughters, defrauding 
these defenceless, gullible ones, will definitely have to render an account of 
their evil doing, if not in the courts here, then unfailingly in the Court of Dharmaraj! 
(Comes the match-making woman called Moti's mother). 

MOTI'S MOTHER: Gulab's mother, you are in. I thought I should visit 
you. Now you will need suitable matches for both - your daughter as well as 
your son. You will want a son-in-law and a daughter-in-law too. (she sits on the 
cot along with Gulab's mother and says) What terrible heat ! What a scorching 
sun outside. It makes me feel so thirsty ! 

GULAB'S MOTHER: Yes, it is really unbearably hot. Moti's mother, pull 
up your legs and make yourself comfortable. | am just sending for some biscuits 
and a cool drink for you. (Calls out) O Pushpa, please send some biscuits and 
syrup for Moti's mother, through that boy servant. 


PUSHPA : Yes, mother ! 


MOTI'S MOTHER : Coming by bus, as I have done, is indeed an ordeal 
these days. It has given me a bad backache. It was not worth calling it a bus, it 
was really a rickety, old, worn out thing, on wheels, with jostling movements as 
on acamel's back, which try and tire you, breaking your bones. Even then, one 
has to be grateful these days, for reaching here safe, with all the bones unbroken 
and intact. As soon as we reached Tilak Incline, it came to a sudden halt, like a 
donkey that will not move until beaten and goaded. The conductor said 'There 
is no petrol’. So I had to travel by another, to reach here | 

(The boy-servant pulls the teapoy nearer and places on it a plate of 
biscuits and a glass of syrup. Moti's mother helps herself to them). 

GULAB'S MOTHER : Good, that you came. I was remembering you , 
wondering why you had not come for so many days. 
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MOTI'S MOTHER : I was so busy. I had arranged the match of Ghanu, 
younger son of Gobind's mother, with Popati, the daughter of Tillu's wife. Eight 
thousands in cash, plus clothes, ornaments, presents and all, I got for her ona 
lavish scale -- so naturally, coming and going between the parties kept me very 
busy. In these difficult days, matches have to be arranged with great caution 
and circumspection, or else there is a break between the parties and then everyone 
feels scandalised and unhappy, nay miserable. And in the quarrel between the 
two parties, the worse sufferer and target of attack is the unfortunate match- 
maker. Gulab's mother, I therefore arrange very few marriages, but I do this with 
great care and trouble, with sagacity, so that there is no misunderstanding 
followed by a break between parties. It is better so, for who is to face the trouble 
and the curses of both parties afterwards ? 


Did you not hear, that the match of Sajan's mother's son, with Mangharam's 
daughter, arranged by Moola's grandmother, went off the rails, on the ground 
that the girl had six fingers in one hand, and later was put through only after the 
bride's parents had paid an additional amount of a thousand rupees as a penalty, 
as also adorned it with an additional diamond ring during the marriage ? Therefore, 
Gulab's mother, in these cruel days, when I do anything, | do it well, though it 
takes time and trouble. Now tell me what you have to say about the match of 
Rochiram's daughter for your son ? 

GULAB'S MOTHER : I am still inquiring about that. Some one has 
suggested to us Chandiram's daughter too - please find out about them and let 
me know soon. 


MOTI'S MOTHER : I Know them very well. A beautiful girl, really. An 
expert housewife - very good in sewing, and knitting too. Also well-educated 
and from a very good family - Amils, the real, original ones. But... 


GULAB'S MOTHER : But .. but what ? 
MOTI'S MOTHER : I don't think you will like this match. 
GULAB'S MOTHER: Why ? 


MOTI'S MOTHER : Because, they won't give any Dowry, any money. 
They say she is beautiful. She will marry without any Dowry. 

GULAB'S MOTHER : There is no marriage without Dowry these days. 
No one can talk like it now. You have not been told this by them recently. Now go 
and find out and then come and tell me. 


MOTI'S MOTHER: All right, I shall let you know in two or three days. 
But I would advise you to give your consent to Gulab's match with Rochiram's 
daughter. Literally, gold will flow into your house. Such in laws, I am securing for 
you, that un-asked they will go on giving to you, endlessly. They will go on 
pouring and give you all you want. Fifteen thousand in cash and all else, in 
addition also. The girl too is not bad to look at. Good in sewing - she can teach 
it to any one. She will serve and please you in every way, so that you will ever be 
full of praise of me. 

jJULAB'S MOTHER : Let Gulab come, I shall consult him. These days, it 
is not we, who decide. It is the Age of Youth - these girls and boys, it is they who 
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want to decide. IF one puts any pressure, quick will come the question : Is it I 
who am to marry or you ? .... But you do let me know about Chandiram's daughter 
.... And what about Pessumal's son Gobind, did you find out about him, as I told 
you last time, for my daughter ? 

MOTI'S MOTHER: How to talk to these people, Gulab's mother. These people 
have their demands pitched so high - they are opening wide their mouths like 
crocodiles, expecting so much and so much and so much. Their greed knows no 
limit. Gobind's mother expects fifteen to twenty thousands. The other day, | 
mentioned to her a match - with ten thousand in cash, clothes, ornaments, the 
girl too, a good one to look at, yet she would not think of it. She said, my son is 
no ordinary boy - he is very special and so I must have a high Dowry. If you take 
my advice, you should have for your daughter, Lilaram's son, Gopal. The boy is 
educated, intelligent, good and steady. He has a job too. Your daughter is good 
looking, may be I can have the match fixed for ten thousand only. I think, if you 
miss this match, you will be no well-wisher of your daughter. But, ultimately, it is 
a matter for you to decide. 


GULAB'S MOTHER : Let Gulab's father come, I shall consult him. 
MOTI'S MOTHER: When shall I come again? 

GULAB'S MOTH':R : Come after two or three days. 

MOTI'S MOTHE <: Allright, Gulab's mother, Good bye. (She goes) 


GULAB'S MOTHLR: (She is continuing to embroider the bed sheet and 
pondering over the prob. 2m). We too got married but this was not our way. 
Strange are these times, which have come now. Formerly, marriages were arranged 
by parents, who could dare to speak then ? Neither the girls, nor even the boys. 
But now .... now not only the boys, but even the girls have learnt to speak with 
a mouth-wide open. Freedom, our freedom - they are always talking of their 
freedom. They say : " Choosing our life-partner is our birth-right". 


And Í am in quite a predicament. Gulab says if I am to marry, I will marry only 
Chandiram's daughter Nirmala, and none else. And Chandra says, for me the 
only right boy is Pessumal's son, Gobind. 


Now what am I to do ? If Gulab's wish is to be respected and Nirmala is to be 

brought home, then there is no dowry, no money whatever. True it is, that the girl 

is extremely good, beautiful and winning in every way, with qualities of heart 

and head. But then what are we to do about Chandra ? Gobind's parents demand 

Dowry. From where are we to bring that lot of money ? We have no such resources, 

that we take no dowry, nothing for Gulab, and can give thousands for our 
daughter. /f we yield to Gulab's wish, we have to sacrifice Chandra’... And if 
we fulfil Chandra's wish, we have to disappoint Gulab .. What is a loving 
mother to do in such a situation ? What a predicament. (After being silent for 
some time). | 

He, Gulab's father, says, We should not take Dowry. Really, why should we, if we 
get such fine girls as Nirmala is. It certainly is not proper to demand Dowry also 
along with them .... But what are we to do ? What other way is open to us, except 
to have to resort to Dowry ? ..... whether we like it or not, we shall be constrained 
to accept Dowry, in order to provide a Dowry for Chandra. (After some silence, 
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again). 


But how my heart would sing with joy, if we could arrange the marriages 
of both, our daughter and son, without having any recourse to this evil thing, 
Dowry ! Let me wait and see what he has to say in this matter. 


SCENE IV 


(A room in Diwan Dalpatrai's house. On one side are seen lying a few chairs 
and on the other a cot. Diwan Dalpatrai is reciining in an easy-chair. He looks 
so tired and also appears oppressed in his heart and on his fore-head and face 
are clearly and amply evident so many signs of worry). 


DALPATRAI : This world is indeed a battle-ground ! What a lot of strife 
and struggle goes on all the time ! How much one has to exert for money, mere 
money and more money ? Working hard for full time in the office, I return home 
so tired, and yet what I get is not at all sufficient. One has to toil so hard, almost 
to weariness and sickness, to earn just sufficient to make the two ends hardly 
meet, and do so with much difficulty ! Others are given to bribe-taking, and 
through this have built up big bungalows and become prosperous and rich, 
rolling in luxury. But I have been brought up in an idealistic environment, to 
remain firm and true, wedded to honesty and integrity. How could I soil my 
hands with ill-gotten money, impure gold ? Of-course it was wholly in my own 
hands. If I had chosen, I too could have amassed a large fortune anu enjoyed 
myself, collecting and using all kinds of luxurious things. But from my own 
earned money, earned with the sweat of my brow, with honest work, how was it 
possible to save anything to collect ten thousand and more, for offering to the 
cruel deity of Dowry ? 


Down with this obnoxious demon of Dowry .... but what is to be done ? 
How to conciliate this cruel goddess or terrible witch or Rakshasi ? How to 
negotiate the marriage of my daughter ? If I had enough of my own money, never 
would I accept any bit of Dowry - never touch this dirty Dowry money. But .. 
What ? Shall I too have to have a resort to this unclean Dowry money ? (He 
looks down in dejection and humiliation. Gulab's mother walks into the room 
and comes and sits on the cot. Dalpatrai remains sunk in gloomy thoughts. 
After a while, she breaks the silence.) 

GULAB'S MOTHER : Are you not feeling well ? Why are you so 
depressed and gloomy today ? What about a cup of tea ? How is it, you have 
returned rather late today ? 


DALPATRALI: Lam all right ; only a little tired. While returning from my 
office, I met Kishinchand and pressing me, he took me home and there we had 
tea together. 


GULAB'S MOTHER : What about Lilaram's son Sunil ? Could you collect 
any information ? 
DALPATRAL: So sorry, somehow I forgot about it. 


GULAB'S MOTHER : Now that the girl is growing up, we should not 
forget about such things. We have to be up and doing now, or else it will be too 
late. Postponement will not do in these matters. Moti's mother had come today. 


DALPATRAI: What did she say ? 
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GULAB'S MOTHER: What would she say ? She suggested a few parties 
for our girl and our boy. | 


DALPATRAI : Did you like any of them ? 


i GULAB'S MOTHER : Of course, I did like some, specially Nirmala, Dr. 
Rochiram's daughter, for our Gulab - the girl I showed to you, the other day. 
aid DALPATRAI : Indeed a very good girl - she also comes from a really fine 

ily. 
GULAB'S MOTHER : All that is very good, but you will get only a big 
zero. 
DALPATRAI : But, Gulab likes and wants this girl. Isn't it so ? 


GULAB'S MOTHER : Yes, it is so. But then what will you give to the 
daughter ? Will you give away all you have - all your savings ? We have also to 
think of the future. And then what about the other daughter ? For our Chandra, 
a good match is that of Pessumal's son Govind. Chandra also wishes this. But 
they want money and that too fifteen thousand rupees - you may be knowing 
Pessumal. 


DALPATRAI : Yes, Pessumal I Know very well. He was my class-mate. | 
have also met his son Govind. Certainly he is a good boy. But fifteen thousands!!! 
From where to bring fifteen thousands ? Did you inquire about Lilaram's son 
Sunil ? 

GULAB'S MOTHER: Yes, I made inquiries through your sister's cousin, 
who is a neighbour of Lilaram. But the prospect there is not encouraging. The 
boy is good. He also has a decent job. But the burden of the entire family is on 
his shoulders. The girl will have to bear the whole of it. I would not like to send 
Chandra into any such home. Our Chandra - our little Chandra, how can she, 
how would she, face all this ? 


DALPATRAI : What other parties did she mention ? 


GULAB'S MOTHER : Parties, there are many. But somewhere the boy's 
character, elsewhere the standing of the family, in some cases the education of 
the boy, in others the job he has, and in still others the want of a job, and in many 
the exorbitant demand for Dowry, make matters so difficult. 


DALPATRAI : But from where shall we bring the money ? I have none. IF 
you have cleverly collected some, it will be nice to bring it out now to open up 
the treasure. 

GULAB'S MOTHER: You are always joking ! - Laughing away a thing. 
Now is the time for our daughter's marriage. Delay will not do. If we have no 
money, we shall have to take Dowry for our son. 


DALPATRAI : But then, Gulab will not have Nirmala. 


GULAB'S MOTHER : That indeed is the difficulty .. We may be driven to 
do this. May God find out a way for us ! 

DALPATRAI: Yes. It seems, we are quite helpless in the matter. We are 
not able to see any way out of the trouble .. Let us wait .. and also let us await 
Gulab. and consult him, find out what he thinks and says. 
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* AN OLD SHORT STORY : 
WHOSE IS THE CRIME OF POVERTY ? 


It was December-wintry season. It was 12 O' clock in the night. All round 
there was the rule of silence. Darkness reigned supreme every where. People 
were all asleep in their homes under their quilts. Out-side it was terribly cold, 
freezing cold, benumbing cold. 


I was returning home at the dead of night due to an unavoidable 
engagement. it was dead silence in the night. Suddenly, piercing this dead silence 
came the sound of someone crying bitterly, sobbing, sobbing movingly. Lighting 
my torch, I at once moved towards where I thought the piercing cry was coming 
from. What i saw was indeed a heart rending sight. A man with his wife and three 
children was shivering in cold. They had only two thin, old and tattered rags to 
cover themselves. And how awfully cold it was! The little children were moaning 
due to the unbearable cold. Their moaning was really heart breaking. Their 
mother was crying bitterly on the one side, and their father was shedding copious 
tears on the other. Tears came to my eyes too and everything seemed dark 
before me. But when I looked again in front of me, | saw a remarkable change in 
the face of the man. His eyes, which were tearful before, were red with rage. His 
face now expressed not pain and anguish, but indignation, anger, desperation. 
His body was now shaking not because of cold but because of anger. He was 
now muttering menacingly something in his lips. Now his hands were not wringing 
in pain but he was making fists and hitting them at someone in the air. There 
came a piercing cry from his wife, there arose from her a heart-rending sob. I saw 
that one of the little children was shivering badly in the cruel cold. I felt over 
whelmed, I did not know what to do. What could I - a small lad do ? Reluctantly 
and uneasily, drowned in thought, I wended my way home and dropped my self 
in my bed. 

But I could not sleep. My ears were filled with heart rending sobs. Before 
my eyes swam that terrible sight. What I had seen, could not be forgotten. 
Seeing that searing sight, hearing that moaning and groaning, that weeping and 
crying and sobbing, keeping awake for a long period of the night, I fell asleep at 
last. 

And in my sleep I saw a dream. I saw that poor man got up and walked in 
a certain direction. He stopped opposite a fine building. Scaling the wall, he 
entered into it. All was quiet in the house, except for the sound of the snoring of 
some member of the family. There was dense darkness in the house. The man 
found his way into a large room and thence into a small room, where seeing two 
extra beds, the man's eyes lighted up with joy. Suddenly a sound broke out. The 
man immediately hid himself behind a door. But after a while when there was 


* Translated by Prof. K. N. Vaswani from his original in Sindhi first published in 1928. in 
'Phuleli' Hyderabad College Magazine. The story was written under the influence of the 
teachings of Sadhu Vaswani and the reading of Le Miserables of Victor Hugo which had 
been translated in Sindhi under the title 'Dukhi Insan' by Principal M. M. Gidwani. 
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heard nothing but the mewing of a cat, the man tied both the beds in one and 
carried them and left the house. Looking anxiously about, listening for the smallest 
sound, cautiously the man moved his way back to where he had come from. 


There was heard the shouting of the watchman. The man's heart trembled 
within himself. But after waiting a while, he again picked up courage to move 
cautiously forward. Again came the watchman's frightening coughing and the 
watchman loudly struck his lathi on the ground. This time, partly due to fright, 
partly due to his stumbling against a large stone, the man lost his balance and 
fell on the ground. He had hardly got up, before the watchman shouting "Thief! 
Thief !" had secured him tightly. He tried to set himself free but the watchmar 
dealt him a severe lathi blow. In the noise of this scuffle, I awoke from my sleep 
to find that there was no man or watchman. It was only a dream. 


A few days rolled by. One day, as I was crossing the road, I saw that the 
police were taking this man to the prison. Next day, | went to the prison house to 
find out about this man. I met the Superintendent of the Jail and learnt from him 
that this man had been sentenced to prison for having committed theft in two 
places. Stunned, with a heavy heart, brooding over the tragic happening, I 
walked my way back home. 


But though I had reached home, my mind kept thinking of the plight of 
this poor prisoner. I could not but think of him. The question arose again and 
again in my mind, in my heart, it leapt to my lips: "Is this Justice ?" This theft-can 
it be regarded as theft in the eyes of God ? How cana sane human being, bear 
his innocent little children, flesh of his flesh, bone of his bone, shiver and moan 
in freezing cold, without clothes, and stir, strive and struggle not, and even 
steal to cover and shelter them against cold and death ? What Justice is this, 
that some sleep in palaces and bungalows in cushioned comfort, and others 
have no patch of hard ground to lay their head upon ? Some roll in riches and 
rich clothes, others go hungry and naked, with not a rag to protect them 
against cold ? If such people commit theft, whose is the crime ? Is it not our 
responsibility ? Is it not our special duty, the duty of each one of us who has 
more, to keep aside a portion thereof, to spend it in the service of the poor, the 
suffering and the needy ? As we lie down in comfort in our luxurious beds, let 
us not forget those who have to seek their sleep on hard stony or sandy 
pavements ? How shall we bear to see our own near and dear ones, our kith 
and kin, shiver in cold thus ? If we cannot, it is our human duty to think of ail, 
as if they are our blood brothers, and to do the needful for them. This is a duty 
which we have failed to carry out for very long. It is time we remembered this, 
and awakening to this sense of duty, stretched jorth our helping hand in the 


service of those in need. 
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* A MODERN YOUTH STORY 
KALPANA AND KAMAL 


e story of Kalpana and Kamal is the story of our generation, the modern 
generation, every generation, at war with the world, without and within. 

It is a story which lays bare in the form of a love letter, the soul of the 
modern generation, their agony and their ecstasy, their passion and their 
indignation, their heart-throbs and their heart-aches, their dreams and desires, 
their unrest and their puzzlement, their confusion and their clarity, their poetry 
and their philosophy, their frustration and their fulfilment, their tragedy and 
their triumph. 


Kalpana reveals the heart of a modern girl and Kamal of a young man in 
search of a soul - the purpose of life, in a society, which seems to have lost its 
meaning. The story of Kalpana and Kamal is your story, nay it is mine - in 
truth it is our story, the story of the New Generation. 


New Delhi 
April 1, 1973 
Dearest Kalpana, 
What shall I write to you and how ? 


Life is not a bed of roses and love now seems to be a bed of thorns. 
When we were at school and even at college, the world wore an enchanting 
aspect, everything appeared sparkling with the bright light of the smiling sun 
and even when some times it grew dark, there were the cool beams of the silvery 
moonlight, to dispel the darkness and scatter away the gloom, for the hearts 
were warm with illusions of dreams of youth. How we used just to hold our 
hands and find paradise in our hearts ! And now .... but where shall I begin this 
sad tale ? 

Chains tie us down, and wishes vain as mine, and may be yours, are all 
that are left, to comfort us. When shall we break these chains into fragments, 
and be free to forge forward, to mould our own lives - to be ourselves. | don't 
know. Do you ? 


The world is too much with us. Society is a tyrant, a monster. 


Its ways are evil and antediluvian. Why should we respect them? Why 
should we follow them ? What has it given to us ? What has it done for us ? 
Why should it enslave us ? "They say. What do they say ? Let them say." 
Why cannot we be ourselves and go our own way ? 


"To thine own Self be true, And it must follow as the Night, the day, 
Thou canst not be false to any man." 


"Save thy own soul, thou hast no star." Why can't we make up our own 
mind ? Determine and do, instead of every time deciding to determine and never 
doing 

g. 


But excuse me, my Dear, for confused and not clear myself, I have been 
writing as if you are the one, standing on the precipice, unresolved to take the 


* First published in August, 1973 in the Inaugural Independence Day issue of Yuva Bharati. 
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plunge headlong. No, | am equally, if not more, to blame for the present state, for 
it involves the happiness and the future of our two and more, precious lives, in 
a world which is cruel and unforgiving, a mad and maddening society, where 
custom is everything, values nothing ; even as, where in securing employment, 
recommendation counts far more than qualifications, and influence scores 
over intelligence or integrity. 


Let me not go on writing thus - beating about the bush. have you made 
some progress in softening your people, into accepting our wishes to unite our 
two lives ? What do they say ? Do they continue to sing the same old tune, that 
you are a high-class Brahmin and therefore out of bounds for me ? You are to live 
in a ritualised, so-called sacred heaven, while | dwell down on untouchable 
earth, in this age of equality ? Our scriptures sing of Vishva Kutumb -'The world 
is my family.’ Do they sing of this to guide us in our lives, or to beguile us, and 
make fools of others ? Is our society a hypocritical society, singing something 
and living another thing ? Let me not write more about this now. We shall 
together see how we square up our accounts with this society. 


You would like to know what happened about my quest for a job, as it will 
give us some more strength to fight our battle. No luck Dear, not yet. But let me 
not weary you with the recital of my excruciating experiences. But do not worry. 
Your Kamal is not easily daunted. Never say 'Die’. Life is long. Let us hope, the 
search will be short, and the patience will not give way. 

Have you been to any movies ? I have been to see the film 'Zaroorat’. It 
pictures the plight of youth - our story, how we have to wander from office to 
office, one block to another, seeking employment, and the price we are called to 
pay, and the consequence - frustration or fight. You may like to see it. Let me 
know how you like it, and let me know which you have liked among the ones you 
have seen. 


And what have you been reading, my Dear ? A discriminating reader 
thou ! Romance or psychology, or philosophy, or biography ? As for me, returning 
tired after my unfruitful peregrinations, knocking about from pillar to post and 
post to pillar, throughout the wearisome day here, | have not much time for 
reading. Nevertheless I pick up a book here or there, now and again, and love to 
peep into its pages, before | fall asleep, thinking of you, and of what we are to do, 
or what is to become of us. The picture is not clear. The prospect is not bright. 
Not yet. But we must hope. | am feeling tired and sleepy, Kalpana dear, and so 
hoping for a sweet dream of you, and wishing you sweet dreams, and praying 
our sweet dreams will take shape and soon, let me close this long letter. Is it long 
or short ? 


With lots of loves for my dearest Kalpana, 
Your ever loving 


Kamal 


P.S. Don't be surprised at my praying. 

What else is one to do - to pray or to destroy ? Prof. Ashok who was SO 
fond of us both. met me the other day and pressed me to read his favourite book 
-'Waitine on God' - Simone Weil. And so now I am waiting on God - praying for 
us both. And if He does nothing. | shall do something desperate. And then 
down with God and Gandhi and Indira Gandhi. if she cannot offer employment 


ven to highly educated youth like me. 
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A BANNED UNFINISHED STORY OF QUIT INDIA : 
ADHOORI KAHANI 


"Adhoori Kahani' originally written for the Dayaram Gidumal National 
College Magazine 'Phuleli". at the critical time of the Martial Law in 1942 in 
Sind, was at the last moment, torn out of it, for fear of the Martial Law 
Authorities. It was then published in the well-known Journal "Bharat Jeevan" 
in 1943. 

But this 'Adhoori Kahani’, Unfinished Story of the Quit India Movement, 
still remains unfinished, though it was expected to be completed, after freedom 
came to India. The real reason is that the Message of Gandhi, we have not 
accepted and adopted in our lives. The leason he tried to teach us, we have 
not yet learnt, even partially, leave aside wholly. It is absolutely necessary, to 
recall, to remember it, and to strive to incorporate it in our lives, specially now 
in the Fiftieth Golden Jubilee Year of India's Independence. 


Wonderful and Beautiful is the Life-story of every human being, also it is 
ever an “Adhoori Kahani" an Unfinished Story, for who has fore seen the Future, 
who can predict how it will end-no one knows. History, sometimes called His 
Story, too is known to be a long Story. It certainly is the story of the life of 
Nations. It undoubtedly is the fascinating Story of the life of Humanity on earth. 
But History's too is an unfinished Story, an " Adhoori Kahani". What will be the 
last scene in the Drama of Humanity's life, the last episode in the life of the 
different Nations of the World, who, but God alone knows. Therefore if | am 
presenting " Adhoori Kahani" to my Readers, I am doing no strange thing. Let 
the readers, reading this story, speculate what will be the ending of this Story. 
Now begins the Story. 


It was the early sacred hour of Dawn, on the banks of the River Phuleli. in 
the Shamdas garden, all around was beautiful green. Opposite was the Dayaram 
Gidumal National College, on the top of its building fluttered fine, the tricolour 
National Flag. On a bench in the garden, sat a young man. Soft and sweet came 
from some distance, strains of a Song. Some one was singing in the silence of 
this hour, with love, a great feeling in his heart and melody in his voice, the 
following few lines : 


"Awake ! Awake ! O Bharatvasi, O Hindustani ! 

Time for our Freedom has come ! The hour of liberation has come ! 
Respond to the call of Gandhi, if vou want Freedom for Bharat ! 
Come forth Youth of India, if vou want Freedom of the Motherland ! 
Awake ! Awake ! O Bharatvasi, O Hindustani !" 


Heart-stirring, mind-moving song, came dancing on the waves of the 
fresh early morning breeze, filled not only the ears of the young man, but also 
filled his heart with patriotic fervour. Silent sacred hour of the dawn, the Bank of 
the Phuleli, the beauty of the scene, the melody of the voice, the Message of the 
Song, the young impressionable heart, the young man, went into raptures, as 
the melodious voice sang out ! 
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"Awake ! O Bharatvasi ! Time for Freedom has come ! 
Awake ! has come, has come, Time for Freedom !" 


Who was this young man ? I will not tell his name, but I shall tell the Story 
which he told, which he too heard at that time, when sitting on that bench, at that 
silent sacred hour of the dawn, when he felt enraptared under the influence of 
that heart moving, stirring Song. 


The young man said : As I came under the magic effect of that melodious, 
mind moving music, | felt | was seeing with my eyes, a strange sight, hearing 
with my ears, a strange story. | saw that in a village, in the lap of Mother Earth, 
under the canopy of Heaven, sat crowded together, many men, women, children, 
young and old. They were poor village folk. The moon shone over them, and in 
the silvery light of its beams, their faces were visible. Poverty was marked out in 
their faces, but again and again in their eyes, shone a strange light, there was a 
wonderful glow, as they were listening to the story of an old man, who was 
sitting in their midst. | felt as though I too am seeing that old man and his story 
is also reaching my ears. 

The head of the old man appeared shaved like those of the Buddhists 
and Jains. He had large ears, a thin, slim body, but his eyes shone with a 
strange light, a wonderful glow. Peace pervaded his face, the peace that comes 
after you have conquered the sea of troubles and trials that the battle of life 
brings. He wore only a loin cloth. With his tongue, he was telling the story, 
with his hands, he was plying a charkha, the spinning wheel. He was smiling 
sometimes. It was a winning smile. He had a loving laughter. His voice was 
clear, his talk was lucid and straight, without any artifice or flourishes. What 
he said emerged not only from his lips, but deep from his very heart, and 
therefore went to the hearts of the listeners, touched them and remained with 
them. He spoke with firm faith and conviction, and created the same faith and 
conviction in the hearts of his listeners. He appeared to be an Apostle of Truth, 
as if Buddha had reincarnated and come again to spread the Message of Truth. 
For sometime | remained absorbed in watching this wonderful, adorable 
person, vet his story was reaching my ears. 

He was saying : It is an ancient Story, told in centuries old books, and like 
those ancient stories, significant and symbolic. There was an island, green and 
very fertile. Food and fruits in plenty, all necessary things were there. On this 
island lived a Yogi. He had lived here very long. He had grown very old. according 
to story books, hundreds of years. Despite his age. he had strength enough to 
move round this island and meet all his needs and remain content. Though old. 
he had no fear of Death. 

They say, there came from across the seas. to this island, a visitor. a 
weakling with seemingly lame legs, who pleaded w ith the Yogi. supplicated and 
begged him to carry him on his shoulders, lift him on his back for a short while to 
let him be able to taste the luscious so many fruits. which hung so temptingly 
from so many branches of so many trees in the island. The kind hearted. 

compassionate, truth-speaking Yogi, trusting, responding to that pleading. as 
he let the visitor ride on his shoulders, the pleading, begging visitor sat tight 
there, like the obstinate, old man of the sea, in the old story, of Sindbad. the 
sailor, and would not step down, despite the repeated requests of the trusting. 
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compassionate Yogi. However much the elderly Y ogi pleaded and even tried to 
shake off, his shoulders, the clever, pretending, falsely pleading, alien visitor 
now riding his back, he would not step down. Actually he, eating the fine fruits 
from the trees, the result of the long arduous labours of the Yogi, became bulky 
and heavy, and burdensome and more difficult to carry for the Yogi, who felt 
exploited as he worked hard, to water the trees, to keep fruits growing. The 
misfortune was, that once fallen into the trap of the alien visitor, the Yogi, despite 
his devious efforts, did not now know, how to dislodge this alien invader. What 
hurt him most was that this alien invader, without any labour of his own, was 
taking the best of the produce and giving to the son of the soil, the inhabitant of 
the island, what he did not like, what he rejected, and that too, an insufficient 
amount, which was also just thrown to him, and that also for the purpose of just 
keeping him alive, so that he may continue to slave for the alien, to feed him to 
grow fat and heavier, further to harass and oppress him. 


The unfortunate, oppressed owner and inhabitant of the island, recalling 
his old glorious happy days when he was the independent master of the isiand, 
used to shed copious, bitter tears, with a grievous, broken heart, in such pain, 
agony and anguish, that even a stony hearted person would be touched and 
moved and melt in sympathy with his sorrow and tragic, acute and unbearable 
suffering. But the alien oppressor's heart was not of stone, but of hard black 
Iron. It seems he was not human, not even a breathing, animal or beast, but a 
callous, lifeless, heartless, soulless, Machine, invented to exploit everything 
and every one, and on which there was no possibility of any effect, of any one's 
complaints or cries against oppression and exploitation, however cruel. 


In the eyes of the Story-teller elder, instead of tears for the oppressed, 
old unfortunate sufferer, | saw surprisingly a sad but strange sparkle ! The 
sorrow stricken faces of the crowded, oppressed villagers, were red with anger 
and indignation. Their sunken eyes were red, afire with pain and anguish and 
rage. I heard the heart-rending sobs of soft-hearted women and children. The 
sympathetic hearts of the poor villagers were shedding tears for the tragic fate 
of the old islander, as if sharing his fate and grief. To my great surprise, | felt, 
behind the sound of the sobs, | was hearing coming from far far away the 
enthusiastic, Freedom loving, Freedom proclaiming shouts of the Freedom 
Fighters in the Jails behind prison-bars, and I thought, my heart too was echoing 
their spirited cry : ‘Hindustan Azad ! Hindustan Azad ! Janani Janma Bhumi Ji 
Jai Jai-Kar ! Bharat Punya Bhumi Ji Jai Jai Kar !' My eyes were seeing 
something far away, my mind too was thinking far away thoughts, but my ears 
were all attention to the old man's story : 


He was now telling how the alien, oppressed the unfortunate one, 
originally owner and master, now ‘turned a slave and starving beggar in his 
homeland. Weary with work, which went to feed and fatten his alien exploiter, he 
lost his interest in all work, so that the once fertile island, rich, with the fruits, 
now turned almost into a barren desert like land. 

The short-sighted alien continued callously, still to live on this island, 
little realising that if the oppressed and exploited one, whose labour sustained 
him, dies of destitution and in starvation, he would meet with the same fate as 
the greedy master who killed the goose with the golden eggs, in the foolish hope 
of getting rich quickly. But because of the fine soil and fertility and earlier long 
labours on the land of the island, the end of the alien exploiter was not yet near, 
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and the end of the miseries and exploitation of the islander was not in sight. 
though he was altogether fed up, impoverished and his mind was now planning 
how to obtain emancipation from the cruel bonds of the alien exploiter, sitting 
tight over him. j 


After sometime, he could see a ray of Hope for his emancipation from the 
servitude of the alien exploiter - the island was being invaded by Floods. The 
alien's life was in danger. Weeping and crying, swearing in the name of his Lord 
Jesus, he promised that if the islander now laboured hard and by constructing a 
Bundh, saved him from the floods, he would be true to his word, step down and 
go away. The old islander, despite his weakness, his weariness of age and 
impoverishment, yet experienced a sense of vitality, emerging strength, due to 
his hope of return to Freedom, in good faith, with great efforts built a strong 
Bundh against floods, saving the life of the alien. 


The danger of the Flood disappeared. The heart of the old islander was 
happy with the hope, for the promised Freedom. He expected the bonds of 
slavery will be cut asunder. He will be free from the burden of the alien. Risking 
his life, he had laboured long and hard, tearing the rocks, breaking stones, to 
build a strong Bandh against the onslaught of the Floods and saved the life of 
the alien invader. Therefore according to the pledged word, there was to be the 
end of the dark night of slavery for him, and the beautiful dawn of Freedom. The 
trusting Yogi of the island was unaware of the breach of Faith and treachery of 
the alien from across the sea. The old man was a descendant of the famous Truth 
loving, and Truth living Raja Harischandra, who could sacrifice for his pledged 
word, his kingdom, wife and children, everything in the world, without any 
hesitation. He was the follower of ancient great Tradition of Shri Rama, who 
believed firmly in the sanctity of the pledged word. In the island every one 
upheld this tradition of sacrificing everything for the sake of the pledged word. 
This was the Religion, the Faith, the Pride of the People. But the Pledged word of 
this alien seemed worthless. He appears to have come from a country, where 
their factories manufactured untruth, falsehood and proudly proclaimed this. 


As the dangers of the Flood receded, the Alien disowned, repudiated the 
pledged word, broke his promise. Reminded, he instead indulged in greater 
exploitation and worse violence. This distressed and depressed the islander 
who boycotted the Alien, going on strike, so that there will be no produce even 
for the Alien to enjoy. The Alien, hard-pressed, ultimately yielded and induced 
him to do some work, transferring control of part of the island to him for his 
exclusive autonomous use. Dissatisfied, yet, Islander reluctuatly started some 
work. Years rolled by. The Alien and the Islander lived in unhappiness, worked 
in great tension and continuing conflict. Once again, to punish exploitation and 
injustice, Heaven sent a more terrible flood, as terrible as Narsingh who had 
emerged to destroy the evi Harnakash, and to save pure Prahlad. 


This was no ordinary Flood. Flood waters had tremendous force. Invading 
waters were driven in by a terrible tempest. The neighbouring islands were seen 
submerged by the oncoming storm-tossed Flood waters. The old Islander's 
heart was upset and in anguish at this. His heart, wearied with unfruitful work, 
and depressed, in the face of great Danger to the Island, was again ready for 
devoted work in its defence. The alien invader too was more frightened this 


106 Sympathy softens our sorrows 


time, and therefore more willing to compromise and concede control. Sitting 
high on the shoulders of the old islander, he had sorrowfully seen how across 
the seas, areas adjoining his own, had been quickly conquered by the forceful 
Flood waters, and now soon was coming the turn of his own too. The alien's 
heart was now weak with fear, love for his own distant isle, was now awake in his 
heart. It seemed his heart could now appreciate and understand more, the heart 
of the depressed and oppressed old islander, and melting more, he was in a 
mood to offer more concessions, concede more control to the islander, than ever 
before. For he who is being hurt, can more easily understand the feelings of 
those who have been hurt. When fire reaches your own home, you experience 
the intensity of the agony of your neighbours, whose homes the fire enveloped 
earlier. The separated one, the deserted one, alone can know the sorrow of 
separation, the depression, dejection and despair of being deserted by a loved 
one. 


Was it not possible, for the alien oppressor, when his very own was in 
great danger, and his own heart was anxious and hurt and hungry, for its 
protection and safety, to feel sympathy now with the old islander, his hurt heart, 
his lacerated mind, hungry for the welfare of his own island ? Not mere lip 
sympathy, but real genuine sympathy, which would translate what is promised 
in words, in solid good action, vacate the illegitimately occupied shoulders of 
the old islander, and concede complete control to the original inhabitant, of what 
really belonged to him ? Was this not possible even when the alien was seeing 
with his eyes, perceiving with his mind, that the very calamity, misfortune, was 
threatening to be his sad fate ? Would he not now see, the enormity of the 
injustice and rectify and remedy it ? If even in such a critical situation, the alien 
would not give up his greed and loosen his grip of the old islander, when the 
dangerous crisis is over, to expect him to keep his promise, is like expecting 
mangoes from Neem tree. 


The old islander was naturally very keen on protecting his island. He 
was born and brought up there. He had played there in his childhood. He 
knew every nook and corner of it, every single tree in it. The very dust of it was 
sacred for him. The island was both mother and father for him. He was born 
here, lived here and when he died, would he cremated here. This island 
signified nothing for the alien, but everything for the old Islander. He was 
therefore willing to do anything, everything, for protecting it, saving it. But 
this alien sitting on top of him, was a great obstacle, in his work in the defence of 
the Island. True, now he was promising to quit afterwards, if with all our resources, 
we protect this land, constructing a strong Bandh But will he fulfil his promise. 
Last time too at the time of the Floods, he had made the same promise, but he 
failed to keep it afterwards. How he can be trusted after his known breach of 
Faith ! 

And the Flood this time is more severe, a greater and stronger one, and 
can hardly be met, when the alien remains a heavy burden, and is an obstacle, 
and hampers the work of the Bandh. 


The old islander made several appeals to the Alien to lighten his load in 
the interest of the island, in the interest of saving even his own life which was in 
danger, so that the bandh could be constructed more quickly, to protect the 
island against increasingly fast ourush of the Flood waters. Appeals were made 
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even in the name of the Alien's Lord Jesus Christ, also pointing out that the end 
of oppression and exploitation and tyranny is always destruction and suffering, 
that the Sighs of the oppressed reach Heaven, and bring punishment for Tyrants, 
who cut at their own roots, digging their own foundations, and in the end 
destroy themselves, by not heeding the appeals, and persisting in their cruel 
course. But all appeals were vain and had no effect. 


The unfortunate old islander was now between two fires, on the one 
side, was the exploitation, oppression and tyranny of the Alien, and on the other 
side consequent depression, Dejection, the sense of Helplessness, that he 
could not do, what was necessary for the protection of his sweet and sacred 
island, even when there was an urgent need and call for brave, heroic, defensive 
action. 


Burning between these two fires, as gold shines clear and purer when 
put in the fire, the dormant spirit of the islander too, like gold shone stronger 
and purer, and he decided and determind to cast off his weakness and 
helplessness and assert himself against the Alien, ready to sacrifice his life and 
defy his oppression, and win his Freedom and the Freedom of his sacred Island, 
at any cost, come what may. 


Thus Strengthened and in a defiant, heroic mood of Self Sacrifice, for 
Emancipation of his sacred Island, the islander called out clear and loud to the 
Alien to Quit, to come down quick! to step down swift! 


Head forward he lay himself in the path of the fast flowing, stormy, strong 
onslaught of the fierce Flood waters, so that the Alien, sitting high on his head, 
will be battered and shattered first, at the outset by the on rushing waters, ready 
himself bravely to face them, suffer their onslaught, and die in the attempt to 
over throw the Alien, and to protect the Island. 

The Alien was alarmed by the increasing danger of the onrushing Flood 
waters and went wildly violent, hitting hard the islander every where, seeking to 
break his will, to dampen his determination, and to shake and shatter his resolve. 
He also tried to persuade and prevail as in the past by his Promises. 


But the awakened islander was now not to be cajoled by false promises 
nor coerced or overpowered by Force or Wild Violence. He had developed 
such strong Shakti, Strength of will, not to submit or yield, that he could 
withstand violence or Torture, even as Christ on the Cross, to put to shame the 
Alien, whose Lord and Master he was acknowledged to be, for by his wild 
violence, the Alien was only betraying his proclaimed master, being untrue to 
his true Teaching and dishonouring his own Faith and Creed, by doing to the 
old Islander, what Christ had suffered on the Cross. 

The Flood water was onrushing and as the alien could see, part of the 
Island had got submerged by it. The Alien in great alarm and fright was hitting 
more wildly and violently, the old islander. The old Islander was tearful at the 
seeming sad fate of his Island. But his face was alit, with the strength of silent 
suffering, with the bright glow of the spirit of sacrifice for the emancipation of 
his sacred Island, with the light of unshaking determination to die for the great 
cause. Joy overspread his face, at the conquest of cowardice and fear, and there 
was a sense of rejoicing and triumph, a sense of peace and satisfaction such as 
is seen in the faces of those who, dedicated to noble and great causes, determined 
to live and die for them, are nearing the end of their life and the achievement of 


their goal. 
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THE OLD ISLANDER ... THE ALIEN INVADER ... THE ISLAND ... THE 
FLOOD WATER.... FAST MOVING .... OVERSPREADING THE ISLAND ... THE 
ALIEN MORE AND MORE VIOLENT .... THE ISLANDER DEFIANTLY 
SUFFERING ... WHAT IS THE END ? WHAT THE LAST SCENE OF THE 
DRAMA ? WAS THE ISLAND TOTALLY SUBMERGED OR SAVED ? DID THE 
ISLANDER WIN FREEDOM OR REMAINED A SLAVE ? 


All these questions, I thought, the villagers were asking the story teller 
in their midst. I also was anxious to know the answers. What happened in the 
end ? I found to all these questions, the reply by him was a strong silence, in 
which was eloquently, meaningfully heard the humming sound of the spinning 
wheel. 

In this absolute Silence, except for the hum of the spinning wheel, my 
mind asked and replied : Is this not the answer to all the questions ? I looked 
for further enlightenment to the old man : He was smiling. There were tears too 
in that smile. I thought this strange old story teller was himself the old inhabitant 
of the Island. In his eyes was the same sparkle, the same glow. In his face shone 
the same sense of peace : his person proclaimed the sense of firm determination, 
unshakable resolve, the will to live and die for an Ideal. 


From the way I had looked at him it seemed, he guessed my question ; 
What is the Answer ? I think he replied. I think he said, as though bringing his 
story to its end in the words of the old Islander. 


"Quit ! Go! in the name of God, Go ! Remain here no more." 


Did the Alien go or no ? Was the Island submerged or saved ? Did the 
Islander win Freedom or no ? I shall not answer these Questions. I cannot. The 
old story teller's answer was " The humming of the Spinning Wheel" The old 
Islander's was : "Go ! in the name of God ! Go ! Quit ! Quit !" 

My young friend, who himself heard the story and then told me, said to 
me in reply to these Questions. As I was preparing to put these to the strange 
old Story teller, I got awakened from the fine Dream induced by the magic effect 
of that melodious, spirited Song. Opposite / saw the Tricolour National Flag 
fluttering in the wind on the top of the National College building. I saw the 
waters of the Phuleli, rushing towards their distant destination. All around | 
saw the beautiful buds and flowers blossoming. | saw the Sun shining bright 
and illuminating all the world. My heart, I found filled with a strange feeling, 
an uplifting, elevating emotion. And my ears were filled with the music of the 
enchanting, stirring song : 


"Awake ! Awake ! O Hindustani ! O Bharatvasi ! 

Time for Freedom has Come ! has Come! has Come ! 

Respond to the Call of Gandhi, if you want Freedom for the Motherland! 
Come ! Youth of India ! Come ! Time for Freedom has Come ! 

Awake ! Awake ! O Hindustani ! O Bharatvasi ! 

Time for Freedom has Come, has Come ! has Come !" 


Whispered my heart : Indeed this is wonderful ! Are not the questions 
raised in the Story, are they not answered in the few lines of this Song ! What I 
saw - Was it a Dream or a living Reality ? 
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PORTRAIT OF A CHILD: LITTLE PUSHPA 


Little Pushpa ! Beautiful is her name even as beautiful is she! Look at 
her and see how she blooms like a rose flower ! How very sweet is her smile! 
Her smile lights up her lips even as dew shines on flowers. One loves to keep on 
looking at her innocent beautiful face! What freshness one finds in it and what 
a gentleness! Purity and beauty shine there as in the freshly blossoming rose 
flower! How very beautiful are her eyes. 


Often I feel as though from her eyes arise delightful waves which flow 
into my heart and fill it with endless joy! Beautiful is her hair! Golden coloured, 
it keeps falling on her fair forehead. My dear mother and my smiling sisters 
insist that Darling Pushpa's hair should be combed down but how can I agree to 
this, for little Pushpa's fair face appears as beautiful amidst her golden hair, as 
the bright moon amidst dark clouds. 


Little Pushpa! Not only is she fresh and fine as a flower, she is an 
exceptionally intelligent child. Only 12 months old, she is precocious, 
surprisingly full of understanding. If by chance a note book, a book or a printed 
sheet of paper comes into her hand, she would not tear it into bits, as some other 
children do, but she would hold it solemnly before her and begin reciting her 
Alphabet like an earnest student. 


If she would see any child playing with the top, she would stretch forth 
her little hand, lisping " give me! give me!" If the top is placed in her hand, she 
would call for the string and twisting a little of it on the top, twisting a little of it 
also on her little finger, she would with a joyous shout throw the top on the floor 
for its delightful dance. If she sees any one open the gramophone or turn on the 
Radio, little Pushpa sings her sweet little song, even before the instrument has 
started pouring out its music. 


But let no stranger ever come and stand or sit in little Pushpa's presence, 
for then she would be struck dumb. If she is running about, she would stop and 
stand still, nay she would not like to stand, she would like to be lifted up into a 
lap! She would cast down her eyes and wish she were elsewhere. If the stranger 
would speak to her, she would break into tears. However, if the stranger is a 
servant, then Pushpa will not take fright, because for little Pushpa, all servants 
are her own and their chief function is to take her out in their lap on a stroll. 
Pushpa loves our servant more than she does even Bhabhi, our mother. For the 
servant always means a stroll outside, while Bhabhi means milk to drink and 


some times even medicine. 


Little Pushpa's first friend is our servant, not the one who cooks, but the 
other one who takes her out. And her second friend is the crow. Both are dark 
in colour: the servant is dark and the crow is black. But little Pushpa feeds the 
crow as coaxingly, lovingly as we feed her. She will go and actually put the 
small pieces of cake in his beak. The sight is well worth seeing. The crow is 
scared and Pushpa too and our Bhabhi also for fear that the crow may bite the 


little one's little finger. 


He who has not seen Pushpa eat her curds sees little of her for it is then 
that she imagines she is a real big person and she does as she pleases. She would 
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eat curds only by herself. According to her sweet will , she will eat them 
sometimes with her spoon and sometimes from the palm of her own little hand. 
Sometimes she will drink from her little dish or cup. She would look like a 
queen of the kingdom of curds with her hands full of curds, her mouth filled 
with curds, even her hair covered with curds. Our Bharat was famed, in ancient 
times, as a land where flowed rivers of milk and curds. In little Pushpa's little 
kingdom, one sees streamlets of curds flowing free around and herself smiling 
majestically as she presides over the delightful mess. Our Bhabhi pretends to 
get very angry bur our dear Dada laughs out loudly and we all enjoy the fun. 

Pushpa is so very young, yet when she insists on something, who can 
alter her will? Elders change their minds but not little Pushpa. She would stand 
determined and resolute by her will, firm and immovable as a rock. At that time 
coaxing and threatening both, are equally ineffective. In my heart arises this 
question again and again : whence flows such firmness, such inflexible will 
power, in this little child. 


Little Pushpa is so lovable, not only when she is awake, but also when 
she is asleep. Looking at her one sees strange changes: now a frown on her 
forehead, and again radiating freshness, an indescribable charm. But the most 
charming of things is little Pushpa's smiling in her sleep. I ask Bhabhi, our dear 
mother again and again: "Mother, this smile that dances on Pushpa’'s lips in 
sleep, whence does it come?" Our Bhabhi evades answering and says : "I would 
tell you but you would think I am superstitious". 


Pushpa ! tiny little Pushpa! Yet how great a source of joy is she in the 
home. Without her, the home feels empty, gives a sense of something missing, 
creates a sense of loneliness! Whoever returns from the office or the court, or 
the school or the college, unfailingly comes first to see little Pushpa's beautiful 
face, to see her laughing sweet face, because seeing her bright face, the heart 
leaps up in joy and feels refreshed—half the weariness of limbs has already 
disappeared. 


Little children are indeed,the light that lights up every home. Their 
innocence, sweetness, and gentleness inspire all hearts to treat them with 
tenderness and overflowing love. Some of us pick them up in our laps, coddle 
and kiss them and buy sweets for them to eat or toys to play with: others play 
with them ; still others tell them stories. In truth, everyone in her or his own way 
loves to make them happy and thus makes her or his own heart happy. 


MATAJI 


I liked to call her 'Mataji' ! She was neither my mother nor my 
grandmother. My mother had died some years before I met her; and my 
grandmother died like one of those tens of thousands of uprooted women, who 
torn from their hearths and homes in Pakistan, could not bear to live away from 
all they had loved and cherished and helped to build up. 

Yes, I liked to call her 'Mataji' ! for though an absolute stranger to me, 
she, by her maternal affection and loving ways, the solicitude of a real mother 
and the devotion and doting of a grandmother made me feel like a son, and 
actually, with deep affection called me "Son"! 


Mother's love is the sweetest, inspiring force like God's Grace ||| 


l liked to cali her "Mataji ! But 'Mataji' represented to me more than what 
mother or even grandmother had represented-she seemed to me to represent in 
herself, a whole generation of women-women who loved to be mothers, who 
were proud of being mothers—devoted mothers—to whom it was a delight and 
a privilege to be mothers and it was self-fulfilmet to give affection and pour out 
tenderness—from whom maternal affection and solicitude flowed abundantly, 
effortlessly, spontaneously and unceasingly. To them it was a delight and a 
thing of pride and glory to do the thousand things for the family from dawn till 
night; to whom it meant being a "mother"—to do all the things for the 
household—to wake up with the sun to sweep the floors, to fill the jars of water, 
to grind wheat, to clean the utensils, to fetch the vegetables or to milk the cows, 
to wash the clothes of the family, to sew and sing, above all to cook fine dishes, 
make beautiful butter-milk and serve it with such affection that a simple meal 
would seem regal and kingly, would become tasty and delightful to eat. 

Yes, Mataji belonged to a generation of hardy women—how hardy and 
hard working, devoted, always working, yet how full of tenderness and deep 
affection, overflowing with love which would flow out to any one simply because 
he was young—young enough to be like a son. 

I had got a glimpse of this fine generation of Indian mothers from my 
own grandmother; 1 got a full and complete picture of this wonderful, sacred, 
proud Indian motherh: od, a convincing proof of it, living testimony of it, from 
Mataji who was but o1 2 of those heroic Punjabi mothers, whose race, so long as 
it lives, will ever prove the saviour of the Punjabi people through all their trials— 
however terrible and obviously exterminating, such as their terrible ordeal 
consequent upon Pakistan. 

I had been loth to see in the modernised, westernised, so called progressive 
section of our women, the extinction of this ancient race of our sturdy, devoted, 
unwearied, ever loving motherhood. Mataji revived my drooping spirits ; 
regenerated my failing hopes; rekindled my faith in the inner and eternal vitality 
of our ancient Aryan race, whose mothers like Mataji, so long they live, will 
ensure the survival and the greater glory of our people and our country, teaching 
by example,not by mere precept, the living lesson of self-dedication and devotion, 
of hard work and of untold affection, of the dignity of labour and of solid self- 
reliance, of self-help and of self-sufficiency, of simplicity and real riches of the 
heart, of a golden generosity of the heart that gets its delight in giving love and 
service, unasked and unostentatiously, out of a genuine delight in giving without 
hope of any return or reward. 

And so 1 liked to call her 'Mataji. She inspired such reverence and 
affection in me by her maternal affection and tenderness, her solicitude for my 
health and happiness. In her, I saluted all the women who are mothers, true 
mothers, devoted, loving, forgiving, tireless, overflowing with affection, 
always willing to give, pour themselves out to others and find sheer joy and 
self-fulfilment in this pouring out. 

Was not our Bharat Mata like that—always giving herself out to us— 

feeding us, clothing us, sheltering us, loving us, forgiving us, yet inspiring us, 
strengthening us, raising us, uplifting us, ever reminding us of the lesson of 
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devotion and dedication, the teaching of truth and the wisdom of love, the glory 
of love and the deathlessness of love. 

And now Mataji lay ill, down in bed and her dear ones were ever in 
attendance upon her, working away with the devotion, she had taught. And 
sometimes though rarely, I got the opportunity to attend upon her, to serve her 
in small little ways. And throughout her illness and pain, I saw she never forgot 
being considerate towards others—this rare quality persisted in her—and she 
was full of love, of kind words of affection for all. She never complained, she 
was still Mataji—still thinking of the comfort, convenience and happiness of 
others, not thinking of her own pain or illness. What self-forgetfulness ! What 
ideal self-composure ! 

And I buwed my head down to God as to her and prayed : “May she live 
long. May ‘Mataji' live long !" 

I felt sure in my heart, whether God let her live or took her away ; She 
would surely live in my life as a bright light—a light that never fades—a light 
that ever burns bright—a deathless light—an Immortal Symbol of Love and 
Devotion and Affection, a symbol of sacred, proud, Indian Motherhood, 
dedicated and therefore undying—deathless, eternal ! And so even if she should 
go, I shall still remember her and my heart will reverberate the sweet name 
"Mataji!" 

A Modern Sindhi Girl in Delhi 


The Girl Child is on the lips of every one. She is to be protected, not 
neglected. She has to be encouraged, fondly fathered, lovingly mothered, her 
talents fostered, so that she should blossom to her best. Let her play, dance, 
sing, study well. Our Neha has been lucky, privileged, so to be fathered, 
mothered, fortunately favoured by God, also to be talented, with a touch of Art 
to dance, sing, paint, even study well as a brilliant student, delighting also in 
household duties - cooking, knitting, house-decoration, dish-decoration. Tall 
and fair, she has a beautiful presence, having inherited artistic talent from her 
gifted mother Bina, father Sunil, a top officer in the Navy. 

She is no neglected Girl child - she is a Delhi-born child in a Sindhi 
Family, where Girls are as welcome as Boys, with no discrimination against 
them. Neglecting Girl children is the unfortunate customary practice in 
Backward Communities, and the curse of the Community more specially in the 
villages, the rural areas. The Sindhis almost entirely are an urban, enlightened, 
progressive community, having produced Singers like Bhagwanti Nawani and 
Shanti Hiranand, Dancers like Anila Sunder and Rani Karna, film stars like 
Sadhana and Babita, Beauty Queens like Sangita Bijlani and Writers like Popati 
Hiranandani, Sundri Uttam Chandani, Kala Prakash, Tara Mirchandani, Painter- 
Poetess like Indu/Aruna Jethwani, who have all shone not only in the Sindhi 
sky, but also in the national Bharatiya sky, thanks to no discrimination against 
them by God's Grace. 
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A GLIMPSE OF A BOMBAY GIRL 

I met her by chance at my friend's in Defence Colony, Delhi. She was a 
bright Bombay Girl, come to Delhi during her College vacation for a change. 

Her’s was a fascinating presence. I could not help being aware of her-she 
was so free and frank, fearless, forthright and forward. She spoke with absolute 
sincerity and out of deep conviction, and with great gusto and innocent ardour 
and enthusiasm of an earnest student, seeking for truth, for values which had 
been and were being covered up by shibboleths, conventions, customs and 
sometimes hypocrisies of society. And this puzzled and angered her. And she 
was ready and willing to revolt against this hypocrisy and humbug. For it was 
against Truth, which she said we are taught always from our childhood, to 
worship and fight for. And she was bravely and heroically and courageously 
determined to fight for it against the whole world, society, her parents, her 
teachers, everybody. She will not tolerate any hypocrisy, double standards, the 
terrible gap between preaching and practice, between saying and doing. We 
must be honest and straight—forward, not crooked and cunning. It is a shame 
and a disgrace to be double dealing. Here was ebullient, idealistic youth speaking 
with fire and fervour about the things as they are and things as they ought to be. 
Youth must fight against hypocrisy and traditional inequality, the divergence 
between word and act. precept and practice. The younger generation wants no 
nonsense and silly tolerance of tall idealistic talk and low actual practice. They 
must rise in revolt against the apathy of the old, their tolerance of age-old evils 
like Dowry, the inequality of sexes, the custom of caste, the tyranny of the 
adult over the child. Courtesy : Asha 


Portrait of Youth: MOHAN : BEFORE AND NOW 


Look at that picture and at this ! O the difference I But Why? 

Mohan was a young man of twenty years. A bright if not a brilliant 
student; a fluent and persuasive speaker, who spoke with force and fire; a writer 
of no mean merit, who expressed his thoughts beautifully in a poetic manner; a 
lover of books who derived delight from Tagore and Tolstoy, Wells and 
Wordsworth, Shaw, Shakespeare and Shelley and Romain Rolland, Victor Hugo 
and Thomas Hardy; an indealist who earnestly desired to make the world a 
better place for himself and others, who sincerely tried to live up to his high 
ideals; a dreamer who lived much in the clouds, who aspired to transform his 
surroundings; full of faith in the better future of the world, full of feeling that he 
was an instrument through which a bettter order of things was to be. Such was 
Mohan. Yes, but he was. 

Mohan is a young man of twenty and four now. A student no longer, yet 
he is a student in the larger University of Life. He speaks fluently but the old 
fervour and fire have flown away. He writes poetically but his writings are full 
of pathos. He loves books but his passion for them has passed away. He is no 
idealist; he has started making a compromise with things as they are. He is no 
longer content to dream; he has descended from the clouds to the lower levels 
of customs and conventions. He is not going to transform his surroundings, he 
is going to adapt himself to them. He has no faith in a better Future; he believes 
the world will always be what it has always been—no better than before. He 
does not feel he can bring into being a better order of things. He is oppressed 
with a sense of impotence, a sense of his own insignificance, a sense of utter 
helplessness. Such is Mohan. Yes he is such. Mohan was that; Mohan is this; 


114 The Loving heart gives and gives, making Life, a Festiva! of Love 


MOHINI : LOVE EVER GIVES 

Mohini means the lovable one, who inspires love in the heart; 
and so does our Mohini, for how deeply does she love us all ! Dear little Anil 
says: "Mohini loves me most" 

Indeed she does, Anil is sweetest to her. 

But is dear Sunil the less sweet to her? 

No, Suni! is as dear to her as Anil. 

And Sunil is as sure of this, as is his little brother Anil, And both are 
right, even as right, as is their mummy,dear Little Pushpa, now grown and 
flowered into their dear sweet mummy; for Pushpa too rightly believes, she is 
first in dear Mohini's affections. For dear sister Mohini is not only the lovable 
one, she is also the loving one. She has immeasurable love for us all, as much 
for dear Anil and Sunil, for brothers Hira and Moti and me, as she also had for 
our dear departed brother Jhamat, and for our dear departed Dada and Bhabhi, 
whom all she served and nursed, with deep affection, with deep devotion, which 
are an abiding inspiration to all, as is her tireless devotion to Hira. Moti is a 
brother, even so is Narayan, Dear Pushpa's Nari, dear to her and dear papa to 
Sunil and Anil, who has become dear to us all, And dear sister Mohini loves 
him too as a brother, even as he loves her as a sister, And so love grows, as the 
family grows, for love as it wells up in the heart, is inexhaustible. It flows, and 
flows and flows. It ever grows without end even as we have experienced this, of 
Mohini's loving heart, or Pushpa's loving heart or Savitri's loving heart, or Hira's 
loving heart, or Dada's loving heart, for the loving heart like Mohini's, loves 
and loves and gives and gives and gives, ever abundantly, and provides as does 
Mohini affectionately and lovingly not only Sharbat, Dud, Halwa, Puri, Dahi, 
Kachori for Anil and Sunil and Hira, Pushpa, Savitri and Dada, but what is very 
much more, the loving heart gives and gives and gives, an ever abiding joy, 
that knows no end, that makes of life, a festival of lights, a festival of love. 

Our mother's dear friend, had two dear daughters, whom she endearingly 
called Mohini and Sajni. What sweet names! said our dear mother. And so 
Mohini got her name, when she came, And she, blessed by our dear mother,has 
well deserved her name, Pushpa is fond of praying, lovingly, not jokingly, truly 
and heartily, loudly, even as Savitri and I pray sincerely and silently, and even 
dear Anil and Sunil sing of this softly and sweetly and even loudly, "Dear God! 
grateful are we for your sweet gift of sweet Mohini in this our life, May you 
grant us this beautiful boon, ever, in life after life. And may you ever keep her 
and us ever healthy and happy, and always together, always in love with one 
another." 

And when Moti married and brought his bride, with Moti's consent and 
hers, Dada, and we all, named her Sajni-dear to all. We remembered our dear 
Bhabi and loved to fulfil her heart's desire, to have the home ring happily with 
the sweet names - Mohini and Sajni. 

And we lovingly prayed and pray for her, to be dear to our dear brother 
Moti, dear to dear little Neena and sweet little Suneeta and loving to them and 
dear to us all, May He in His mercy, grant, through His ever abundant love, this 
prayer, for ever and for ever. 
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Heart-throbs of a young wife and mother* 
Love:Limited, personal, and Universal! 
Love: Dream! Realty! Dream 


Oh! My Child! I wanted to give you the World! 
But my hands are bound; 
You are the sunshine in my garden! Yet I cannot bask in it. 
And you, my husband-- I gave you my heart! 
With you, I tried to create a world of Joy! 
a world of warmth, wherein I could be secure! 
For myself-- I kept nothing; 
I gave my Joy to my child and my being to my husband 
with just a thought that the two together, 
will make the world for me. 
But I am left with nothing - nothing I can call my own. 
I lived to be needed! But no one needs me! 
The pain that grows in my heart, leaves me no peace at all. 
Arti (20.12.88) 
II No, but this is only a transient feeling, a passing thought, 
True feeling is; I was one, became two, and then three 
Transcended the small, narrow feeling of me or mine; 
experienced the enthralling, emancipating feeling of All, 
the many in the ONE, the ONE in the All 
Me in the All and All in me. 
Which is the source of illimitable, inexpressible Joy-Divine ecstasy. 
Through you, my sweet Child! 
I have learnt to love all the children in the world; 
Because of you my loved, loving Life - Partner! 
I have experienced the ecstasy and Bliss of boundless love 
that permeates the Universe through the mingling and 
merging of two in One through and through, 
What a tingling, enriching, liberating, indescribable experience! 


Tagore Jayanti (8.5.89) 


*She had been in love; lucky girl; Instead of languishing in love, she 
had been blessed to fructify her love with the boy of her dreams, by a 
sweet Baby Girl, who born frail, grew strong and beautiful, also by the 
loving care of her Dadi, Dadu and Auntie, and who was the light of 
everyone's eyes in the family and was therefore named Noor. She could 
sing, paint, poetise her varying moods, for she had been a devotee at the 
shrine of Love, which is the fountain-source of Creativity. She brought the 
first fine part of the poem. I liked it, for I loved her as I love all 
imaginative, poetic, creative beings. and the second significant part flowed 
out through playful Arti and sporty Anil's Courtesy. Anil, steady and one- 
pointed in love, is otherwise a wanderer of the world, an expert navigator 
on the seven seas and admirer of the skies, living with his loved ones in 
heavenly bliss, as do all who are in love, I believe. 
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MANU--OUR VEGETABLE SELLER 

Meet Manu... - Our vegetable seller whom you or your mother, wife or 
sister meets at the door of your home, every moming and in addition to tasting 
the savoury dishes which the house-wife prepares out of her vegetables, see if 
you can gain some glimpses of the genius of our people and country, through 
old Manu, who visits your home daily, regularly like the sunlight. 

I say: ‘Old Manu.’ for our present vegetable seller is an old woman 
Manu, though when she is fit, she carries her baskets and walks with the ease 
and strength of the young; but vegetable sellers, need not all be old, the 
daughter of our last vegetable seller used to be a young sprightly girl who 
used to stoop and place or pick up her baskets, and walk with the grace and 
majesty of a queen and I used laughingly to tease the girls in the college 
where I taught, that our vegetable seller had more grace in her gait than the 
best beauty among the College girls; for, have they not discovered in America 
that for cultivation of grace in gait and one of the best aids in health and 
beauty technique, is what our village women practise on a mass scale - the 
carrying of the earthen pots, to and fro the village well or tank or river? 

To come back to dear old Manu, who is kind and affectionate like any 
one's grandmother, for though she comes to sell vegetables, she would not 
mind and does often stay on to rub oil into the hair of my young sister, to 
massage her head and wash her head with the art and affection of a grand 
mother, as also to stay back to partake of our breakfast or lunch, as the case 
may be. She has been coming to our home so long, that she has sort of 
become a member of the family, to this extent that if she collects some savings 
from her daily sales, she would unhesitatingly treat my sister like a bank, as 
she has done more than once and entrust 25 to 50 rupees to her, to be drawn 
as and when she needs. And the amount she takes, whether Rs.5/- or 10/- or 
15/-, though given her by us in sheer affection, she will always treat as debts 
of honour and she would make a point of returning them even after months, 
whenever she will manage to have some savings. How trusting and truthful is 
dear old Manu and how few like her would we find among the Society women 
in our City Clubs? Which is the true picture of the genius of our country - 
what Society women provide in our City Clubs or this kindly, hardworking, 
motherly old woman - Manu, our vegetable - seller? 

I will not answer this question. I will leave it to you who may read 
this. The same question has occurred to me when I have had a glimpse of 
the native culture, the gentleness and true noblility of our rural or so called 
uneducated and backward masses of people, whether in the rush of a theatre 
or a festival crowd, or the crush of a 3rd class railway compartment, or the 
crowded standing space of,a D.T.C Bus. I saw an ordinary policeman, at 
the crowded entrance to the recent film stars’ variety show in Delhi, go out 
of his way to provide, even before the time of the opening of the gate, a 
seat for a young lady out of native decency, so that she should not have the 
discomfort of going through the crowd later. | saw the other day a young 
college boy as also an old man who owns a sewing machine shop in Delhi, 
travel with me to Agra, standing for three hours in a 3rd class railway 
compartment, just to provide seats on their trunk and bed to two working 
class women, out of sheer consideration, courtesy and culture. They knew 
full well that they would have to stand for all the three hours; but they did 
it. Why did they do it? The answer is our old time culture, which is a 
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culture of the heart, of the sensibilities, not of the mind or intellect, which 
would enquire, as do many educated young men these days, when they 
would not offer their seats in crowded buses even to old women or young 
women with children in their laps; "In this age of equality, since women 
have equal rights, why should we give them our seats? Let them keep 
standing". But the burly illiterate man, your milk-man or dhobi for 
instance, if he is travelling along with your young men in the college, he 
does not raise this or any such question. He, you will find makes way for 
any young lady with a babe in her arms. Or have you not seen sometimes 
some among the generally complained against bus conductors, help a young 
woman get her children down one by one? 

It is not literacy or so called education, that is the root of this 
consideration, courtesy or co-operation. It is culture which is true 
education and in which our uneducated and poor people are not poor but 
are rich indeed, rich in the milk of human kindness, in the spirit of co- 
operation and of Seva. if 

And it is of this native old, innate culture, that old Manu - our 
vegetable seller provides a glimpse. She does not work with materialistic 
motives, except to this extent that she must have enough for her 
maintenance or subsistence. She will, the more easily part with her scanty 
earnings to help a poor fellow-sufferer, which a modern, well-educated 
England or America returned brother, would not do for his less favoured 
blood brother., Who is a better human being, Manu, our vegetable seller, or 
our modern, westernised, materialistic, money grabbing, extravagent as well 
as miserly America educated young man, miserly because he is a spendthrift 
in respect of his expenses and miserly in respect of giving anything to 
others, perhaps more needy and deserving. Let the readers consider the 
juestion, for before me dances the bright image of dear old Manu, as she 
came to our house this morning, with her basket of various vegetables, for 
she had come after more than a month, during which the old woman was 
sick, and sister went on advancing Rs.5, 10, 20, with the express injunction 
hat she should not take to her usual work until she had adequate rest and 
he was really fit to go on her rounds again. And so, she was here today, 
lear old Manu, our vegetable seller. And as I was walking out to my 
»ffice, she said; "Namaskar" And I greeted her back; "Old woman, How are 
ou now?". "Very fit " she said. And my heart leaped with joy. 

‘What is your name old woman and where is your home? 

"Manu' she said, 'My home is in Kangra Valley’. 

And I thought I got a glimpse of the heavenly beauty of Kangra 
‘alley, part of the sacred soil of our Matri Bhoomi, through Manu - our 
egetable seller, through whom also shone the kindliness, the trust, the 
imple dignity, unspoilt inntegrity, free from strain of materialism, of our old 
me culture, of the common people, who still treasure it and I think they 
re richer with this treasure than those who have lots of the fashionable 
oods of life. I do not know if you agree, yet Manu - our vegetable seller 
: not a fiction, a mere figment of the imagination, is a real person whom 
ou can meet as I meet and greet her, as she visits our house every 


iorning with the regularity of the sunrise. ; | diet 
plo ' We, the aie of India’ Author's book published in 1955 by Gandhi Society, 


elhi. 
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GITA 

Gita is the song Celestial, the Song Divine ! 

The Music, the melody ethereal, 

which sings of the One in All, the All in One, 

And makes us feel One with All r 

The entire Universe or the whole Brahmand. 

We all are One! This clear, vivid perception, nay Realisation, 

alone is true Yoga! 

Hence the Holy Mother Sarada's beautiful exhortation: 

"Alien there is None. My child! we all are One!" 

And then we love all, every one, 

And there flows on and on, the one stream of Love sweet and pure 

That creates, nourishes, nurtures. uplifts, elevates, for ever endures. 

The music of Krishna's Flute, that sings the Song Eternal, 

the never-ending, ever - inspiring Gita. 

LAKSHMI 

The goiden mine of good qualities, 

—how many, how various, each more admirable than the other. The 
brightness of intelligence, the radiance or illumination of a shining, Faith, 
firm and unwavering, the spirit of courage to leap into the arena of battle, 
at Duty's Call, careless of consequences, The flash of righteous anger and 
indignation, when things go wrong, a glimpse of Mother Kali; 

But often and evermore the love of a Mother's heart, A warm and 
winning smile, a loud, lilting, loving, laughter, and the intense urge of an 
Annapoorna, - to feed and foster her children, young and old. 

The storm, the smile, the song and the calm 

The worship with closed eyes, 

The devotion and the consecration, the Dedication; 

Sometimes the sorrow, the pain, the agony and the ecstasy, 

The pride and the humility, the assertion and the surrender! 

The Beauty and the Bliss. The graces of Saraswati. The peace of Sarada 
Maa. 

MIRACLE OF MUSIC 

She does not wear a flower in her hair, for she herself is a flower with 
the fragrance of her sweet songs and smiles; 

There is rythm in her every gesture, Music in her heart Therefore grace 
and charm in everything that emerges from her. She lends this music to all 
around her, to all that surround her. She vibrates warmth, radiates beauty, 
emits charm. Fills the heart with Joy illimitable. Makes you think of the 
Divine! Sing sweetly of the Divine! Experience the Divine! O the Bliss 
Divine! That in every atom doth dance, doth shine! 

A Prayer 
How nice it would be, if I am like a Child: 
I would have been as pure, as simple, as a Child: 
No hatred, jealousy, egoism, would have entered in me: 
If I had been like a Child; 
| pray to thee, day and night 
O Lord: please take away all my weaknesses: 
And make me pure like a Child; 
O Lord! Lead kindly Light! Courtesy: Rekha 
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BLESSED LITTLE DANCER 
Early Morn, Bright, Beautiful Sun Dawn! 
An Artist's Home! Paintings and Art-Work adorn the Walls, 
Everything in its proper place : the essence of Art! 
Flowers and Plants : Beauty in Bloom! 
Nature in her smiling splendour. 
Puja Room - Fragrant with incense! 
A sense of Silence: Peace profound! 
Inspiring Images! Goddess Durga, Vaishnav Devi! 
Ananda Mai Ma; Sai Baba. 
Atmosphere surcharged with Serenity. Vibrations, Sacred. 
Vivekananda Kendra's Yoga Training Classes held here. 
Blessings of Sri Ramakrishna, Holy Mother Sarada Devi and Swami 
Vivekananda, 
Poured, were showered here, filled the atmosphere! 


Here Natoraja presides in His ethereal Divine Dancing Image in ecstasy 
Inspiring the Best in us to blossom, and to dance to the delight of all, 
Sweet Little Devahuti caught the Inspiration. 


Children in their innocence, beauty and purity, 

Specially sweet little impressionable girls, 

so sensitive, delicate, so creative, 

respond spontaneously, swiftly, creatively, excellently, 

to wonderful vibrations of the Ethereal. 

And so did sweet little Devahuti, in her angelic innocence, 


blossoming into a Bharatanatyam Dancer, 

presenting SABDAM on 25th November 

the very first Day of the New llth Beautiful Year of her young, 
promising Life 

with an angelic beautiful face, dimple cheeks, sharp, well-cut features, 
well-trained in expressing emotions-Various 

different Bhavas through a variety of MUDRAS! 

with dancing fingers and expressive moving eyes. 

Her Sadhana and Tapasya as a SADHIKA of Dance 

was evident and eloquent. 

As I admiringly observed her Dance, in devotion to Krishna, 

With Purity, Power and Desire for Oneness with Him 

I thought she had blossomed into a sweet Little Radha 

pining for the Lord of Love! 

a pure, loving and lovable Devotee! 

And | prayed to the Lord to bless her ever more 

to blossom into a Lord-Blessed Dancer! 


Art fiowed in Dear Little Devahuti's Family 

Lucky she was, to drink it with her Mother's milk! 

She had a fine heritage of creative art, for the mother was 

a devotee and an Artist, with imagination and devotion 
Directing expertly and affectionately Dramas, Plays in Assamese 
Specially for fine Sweet Little Children, 

Who are the Future Hope of Dear Bharatmata, 

the true, rich treasure of the Nation. 
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TO AN ARTIST SISTER 

Art is the expression of the heart, 

The mind conceives, the heart feels, the hand paints. 

The Spirit flies, the heart sings, the hand glories in colour, 

How beautiful, lovely and fine! 

The soul soars, you are lifted up and your fingers mix up colours,and 
sketch with skill to bring into Beauty. The Vision Divine : to present to 
those here below, ethereal Beauty, Unearthly Charm, Innocence, 
Majesty, Poetry. The Poetry of life, of the Universe in love and Joy! 

And Dear Artist, it is not you who paints; It is He or She, the Supreme, 
That kindles your vision, moves your finger, to dip into Beauty, for Joy 
& Love! 

You are not you any more, but a manifestation of Shakti, an expression 
of Divinity, He creates through you a thing of beauty which is a joy 
for ever, which wins love and admiration not for you, Dear Artist, though 
also for you, but really for the creative you, the reflection, the 
expression of the Creator in you! 

Art is a beautiful expression of lofty thought, of a loving and therefore 
creative Heart! 

May you dwell in the realm of lofty thought, with a loving heart, and ever be 
blessed with creative art! 

Courtesy : Mandakini 
THE DREAMER 

He had lived too long in the World of his Visions; 

He had dwelt too much in the midst of his Dreams; 

He was ignorant of the painful Realities of Life. 

Life is not a bed of roses. It is a not a path, all; strewn with Flowers; 

Thorns and thistles also lie on the way. But he had never known them, 
prick his feet. He went dancing with delight on Life's road. 

Fortune is a capricious maiden; Her heart is not in one place. Like the 
mind of a little child, it roaves and roams. 

Now she smiles at you, and now she frowns. She had loved him too 
long; She wanted a change. 

The gods felt jealous of his joy; The Fates turned against him; 

The tongues of men wagged; Black clouds gathered to darken the bright 
skies of his Life. 

Pain smote his heart; Grief filled his mind; 

Life looked a dreary desert; and the world assumed a gloomy aspect. 

After the Storm, there is a Calm. The darkness of the Night 

vanishes into the light of the Dawn. 

Joy shone in his life and his gloom and grief melted away. 

His joy was the joy of an innocent child -- Nay, it was deeper, richer. 

It was born of the union of Beauty and Truth. 

Time was, when he loved Beauty alone; Time came, when he loved 
Truth alone; 

In each case, he found a great joy; but a greater grief. 

Now he was wedded to both -- Beauty and Truth. He loved both. 

This Love of his bloomed into a joy that drowned all grief. 

To-day, his heart sings within him; 

For, he lives, not in a Beautiful World of Visions, 

but in a World of Beautiful Realities. 
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SINDHIYAT: THE EVERFLOWING CURRENT OF SINDHI 
CULTURE 


The name 'Sindhi' can no longer be confined, as before to a ‘Resident of 
Sind’, for Sindhis now remained also outside in their self-exile, chosen by 
Providence to be the one and only Community, who have made the supreme 
sacrifice of the whole of their Homeland for the sake of the freedom of Bharat, 
they have become, in a sense more than any others, truly Bharati. In one sense, 
they have become homeless, in another sense really speaking, they made the 
whole of Bharat from Kandla to Calcutta, from Kanyakumari to Kashmir their 
own Home. /t has been the blessing of Sind that it gave its name to Hind and 
out of 'Sindhu' emerged the name 'Hindu'. Just as Mohan JoDaro in Sind came 
to be recognised and counted as the cradle of the earliest and most ancient 
culture of Bharat, So also it has been the plan of Providence that the Sindhi 
Community, the Sindhi people, with their most ancient History, their cultural 
Heritage, their large-heartedness, and broad mindedness, their unique 
unparalleled sacrifice, be counted and considered as the very first community 
who became truly Bharati. Because Bengalis sacrificed but a part of Bengal, 
Punjabis sacrificed just a part of Punjab, but the Sindhis, for the sake of the 
Freedom of Bharat, made the supreme sacrifice of the whole of Sind, became 
Self-exiles, accepted every bit of Bharat, every nook and corner of Bharat 
Bhoomi as their sacred Matrabhoomi. 

Maruce, the famous heroine of the Sindhi Folk, truly seems to symbolise 
and really recall Sita, the Ideal Woman, the heroine of our Epic Ramayan, 
Sita is kidnapped by the king Ravan and Maruce by the ruler Umar. To release 
and save Sita, Ram has to wage war against Ravan and kill him. In the Sindhi 
Folk-tale, Maruce in prison resists both the blandishments and oppression of 
Umar, by her strength of will and the story takes such a turn that Umar is not 
killed but is converted and the story ends in her release. Umar turns into her 
Brother from a cruel tyrant who had kidnapped and imprisoned her like Ravan. 
Maruce's people 'Marus' - were poor and powerless, but the fidelity and faith 
of Maruce, melts the heart, changes the mind of the mighty Ruler and testifies 
that ‘Satyam Eva Jayate' Truth ever triumphs, Truth ultimately is the supreme 
conqueror. 

Lowly and humble Maruce is really the conquering Queen, truly the 
inspiring example and embodiment of the impregnable spirit of Sindhi Culture, 
for though forcefully separated from her Maruaras; her kith and kin, she does 
not forget or forsake them, ever remembers them remains true, loyal and 
faithful to her roots, retains and preserves her orginal Identity, her Heritage. 
She faces her trials and tribulations, comes through her ordeals, with wonderful 
courage and emerges through her sufferings like gold through fire, emerging 
purified and shining the more and more precious, for she has remained 
steadfast, and unshaken, steady, sturdy and strong. Her sincerity, fidelity and 
Faith have won, have conquered. This truly is the victory, of Sindhiyat, the 
spirit of Sindhi Culture ! | 

Seemingly weak, frail, helpless, powerless, Maruce, in conflict with the 
seemingly superior force, authority, repression of the ruler Umar, wins the 
victory against the might of the ruler Umar. The conflict results in the end 
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in his conversion, his transformation, his ‘change of heart This would seem 
to be a vindication of the underlying principle of Gandhi's Satyagraha, its 
convincing, early example. Gandhiji has said that he learnt the lesson of the 
power of Satyagraha from Kasturba who was an illiterate, weak Kathiwari 
woman—a symbol of patiently suffering womanhood, but also an embodiment 
of fearless womanhood, who would stick steadfast and firm and unyielding 
and obstinate, one-pointed, clinging to her belief, even if it was some old, 
outworn customary practice. And Gandhiji had ultimately to yield to her 
stubborn fidelity, to her faith, and surrender to her endless self-suffering. 
Gandhiji then realised that if such self-suffering were used in favour of any 
great Truth, then certainly it will triumph against the powerful oppressor, 
convert him, "effect a change of heart" in him. Thus was born Gandhi's 
Satyagraha - so he says. 

Maruee's example is a shining, living example of the efficacy and victory 
of the principle of Gandhhi's Satyagraha. Gandhi fought against the might of 
the British Empire and won and Maruce fought against the authority of the 
ruler Umar and won. Ram had sought and got the help of Hanuman's army 
and Gandhi had sought and got the help of the Indian people, whom he 
mobilised and organised. But Maruee's was the example of a higher and subtler’ 
.... Satyagraha of a spiritual kind and character, with its own special strength, 
which by itself, like Gandhi's individual’ fasts could touch and move and effect 
a change in the heart of the opponent, and win a victory. One sincere soul 
was enough of a force to effect the change. A lowly, single Maruce with her 
love and devotion, with her fidelity and firmness in her loyalty to her people, 
the 'Maruaras', with her steadfast, unshaking attachment to her Roots, could 
generate enough strength to change the heart of Umar, like Savitri , whose 
love and devotion for Satyavan were so powerful as to change the heart of 
'Yam Raja’, the king of Death as in our ancient epic story. 

The World, also Bharat and specially the Sindhi people are going through 
terrible ordeal to-day. Sita came through her ordeal, Agni Pariksha successfully 
shining like purified gold, a heroine to be honoured and worshipped, Maruce 
too emerged from her ordeal successfully presenting for all posterity a shining 
example, and an inspiring message of the triumph of the Spirit of Sindhi 
Culture. Savitri became immortal through conquest over the emissary of 
Death. 

Moved by Maruee's example, if the Sindhis, sincerely seek and strive 
heroically to protect and preserve their noble heritage of Sindhiyat, the Sindhi 
Culture, will not only survive, but through the Sindhis, scattered all over India, 
the fragrace of Sindhi Culture will enrich and add to the fragrance of our great 
Bharatiya Culture, because of its own special qualities and occupy a 
significant place in the now wider and vaster field. As the history of ancient 
India is incomplete without the story of the civilisation and Culture of Mohen 
JoDaro, even so the story of modern India in the sphere of Language, Literature 
and Culture will not be complete without the contribution of Sindhi language, 
literature and culture. Sindhiyat is indubitably an indivisible, historic, essential 
constitutent, a valuable part of ancient and modern culture and thought of 
India. 

As the world and India are passing through a critical period, when in all 
countries, even Pradeshes and among people, differences and disagreements 
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are creating a wide gulf and passions and prejudices are igniting the fires of 
animosity and enmity, fanning the fire of hatred, there is great need of 
Sindhiyat, the Spirit of Sindhi Culture, for the special quality, the main message 
of Sindhiyat, and Sindhi culture is contained in the following verse: 

" Sindhiyat does not teach Hatred towards anyone; 

Sindhyat ever teaches We all are One!" 

"The whole world is our own Home" 

The Sindhi is a large-hearted, broad-minded community. It is Sindhi, 
It is Bharati. Sindhis are Sindhvasis, Bharatvasis and Vishvavasis. The 
Sindhis are Sindhis, Indians. and also World Citizens. 

They have gone all over the world as traders, carrying the light of Sindhi 
Culture, the Arts, Crafts, the Culture and ideals of India. They have given there 
somethhing of India and also brought from there something for India, and thus 
become instruments chosen by Providence, for enriching the Heritage of 
Humanity, through healthy mutual exchange, and helped progress in many 
ways and in many fields of life. 

Sindhi Language is undoubtedly, a well endowed danghter of Sanskrit, but 
it has through its contacts with Arabic and Persian, given something to them 
and also enriched itself taking something from them. In the same way has done 
Sindhi Literature. Dr. Suniti Kumar Chatterji has said "through Sindhi, a 
thousand years back, Mahabharat reached Arabic and thence several 
European languages. Sindhi Culture is rich with Vedantic thought and also 
Sufistic Thought and the teaching of the Sikh Gurus." 

The World and India urgently need to day a culture whose central teaching, 
whose main message is "Live and Let Live !" For the World's conflicting 
Cultures and clashing currents of thought to-day, an effective remedy, and a 
fine solution is the acceptance and spreading of the idea, of "Unity in 
Diversity", The One in the Many and the Many in the One’ which is such 
an essential part of Sindhi Culture. Therefore preservation of Sindhi Culture, 
keeping the current of Sindhi Culture, flowing full and strong, is a task 
necessary and fruitful as much for the Sindhi people, as it is needful and fruitful 
for India and the World. 

The Question is how to help Sindhi and Sindhiyat Survive ? As in the court 
of Dhritrashta, Pandu brothers failed to protect Drupadi, so in the Coustituent 
Assembly and in the councils of the Congress, Sindhi leaders failed to protect 
Sindhi, even like Marus failing to protect Maruee. Drupadi, Maruee, Sindhi 
and Sindhiyat have come through their ordeal, won their victory, by their own 
inherent strength, power and inborn Shakti. Drupadi's honour was protected 
by Lord Krishna, so also the Lord protected Maruce, and even so Sindhi has 
survived, for protected by God, who in His Grace has given to Sindhiyat such 
a quality such a character, such an inner strength, that despite the powerful 
influences of Arabic and Islamic, Western and English cultures, it has been 


able to protect itself and survive. 


Sindhi Boli Sabha, Sindhi Sahitya Mandal. Sindhu Samaj, Sindhi 
Panchayats, active Sindhi workers, whatever they did, cannot claim for 
e flowing 


themselves, the sole credit for the current of Sindhiyat, Sindhi Cultur 
full and strong. This would not be a feasible, acceptable claim. Our 
Associations and individuals, however active are really like straws and leaves 
in the powerful current of Sindhiyat, Sindhi Culture - They are constituents 


“ 
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of it, flowing in it, are its creatures, not its creators. 

The powerful current of Sindhi Culture, emerging from Mohenjo Daro 
days, will ever keep flowing. Those who thought that after the Partition and 
our consequent exile from Sind, this fine flow of Sindhiyat will stop, were 
either ingnorant of the Cultural History of the World, or had not studied it 
well or properly. There have always been such strange people, who would pose 
such questions - What will happen after Nehru, without Nehru ? The answer 
is : what happened after the greater Gandhi? Did the current of our Bharatiya 
Culture stop flowing. Some people feel and fear that under the onslaught and 
influence of modern Western Culture, the Current of Bharatiya Culture will 
be submerged, as many thought and some still continue to think that because 
Sindhis are scattered in every nook and corner of India, the current of Sindhi 
Culture will be overwhelmed by powerful Bharatiya Culture. But Sindhiyat. 
Sindhi Culture, its current still keeps flowing, and will continue to flow, 
enriched by Bharatiya Culture preserving its own Identity. It will not be 
overwhelmed or become extinct, as it has not been so earlier inspite of earlier 
Islamic and modern Western influences and also earlier Bhhartiya Culture 
influence and instead, will keep flowing, more fragrant and forceful. 

Single, but sincere and strong, Maruce, alone by herself could protect 
herself, by her steadfastness, and unwavering faith in God. We too, though 
a microscopic minority, can save Sindhiyat, protect and preserve our precious, 
Sindhi Culture, by our love and loyalty, our devotion to it and our firm Faith 
in God. But do we have the same sincerity, Devotion and Loyalty as had our 
Maruce ? Do we have the same courage as Maruce had to fight the strength 
of the Ruler Umar, for us to fight the great odds against us? Do we have the 
same 'flame of Sacrifice burning in our hearts, which Maruce had and which 
could burn away all the impurities in the heart of Umar and conquer him in 
the end? Or instead are we entangled in and oppressed by egoistic, narrow, 
petty thoughts of "mine, only mine’, 'This is my Sabha or Society’, 'That is your 
mandal or organisation. "This is my Sangat or Group’ and that is your Sahitya 
Samiti, Literary Circle! This work I have done and that work you have not 
done! and are thus divided and weakened. If so, Then we are not real Sindhis, 
for then we are wanting in, altogether lacking the characteristic quality, that 
makes a Sindhi—a large-heartedneses, a broad-mindedness, a generosity of 
heart and mind. Then we are like that Pandit, whom our poet Sami has 
described, the Pandit, who had memorised the Vedas, but did not grasp the 
central teaching of the Vedas-the equal acceptance of all, the Unity underlying 
all Diversity. Then we are like that 'Momin', described by our poets Shah and 
Sachal, the 'Momin' who claimed to be well-versed in the teachings of Islam, 
while he had missed the essence and core of Islam—'Eeman', Honesty, 
Integrity, Loyalty, Fidelity and Faith. 

Sindhiyat is but another name of large heartedness. Sindhi Sahitya or 
Literature holds a mirror to this vast vision of large-heartedness and the 
Sindhi language is the medium for the expression of this vast vision of 
large-heartedness. 

It we will not cherish this indivisible Sindhi Heritage of large-heartedness 
in our Sindhi life, if we shall not be true to it, and live it, manifest it in our 
activities, then the Sindhi language and Literature would be like a body, sans 
soul, without a soul, a shadow without substance. Shouting merely slogans 
in praise of Sindhi Language and Literature will be like doing what our poet 
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Shah has said about formally observing 'Roza and Nimazoon'—Fasting and 
Prayers’, The great poet Shah has said. 

"Fasting and Nimazoon!—These are also good! 

But really there in some thing Else! 

Which grants you, the Vision Divine!" 

That Something Else is Sindhiyat, large heartedness, which emerges out 
of 'Keene je Katlam', “Elimination, or erasement of our ego’, our cure of the 
ailment, our conquest of the disease of "Me and Mine, 'This Sindhiyat, large- 
heartedness is a Deathless heritage, which will continue to remain not only 
as a precious Heritage for Sindhis, but also for Bharat and the whole of 
Humanity, so long as even one Sindhi retains it, remains true to it, really 
manifests and incarnates it in life. 

The Sindhi Community or people, will not perish because of Poverty. 
Maruee too was poor. Being exiled and scattered all over, will not spell the 
end of the Sindhi people. Maruce too had been separated and kept away from’ 
her 'Marus'’. 

To-day, every Sindhi, is in a way, the symbol, the personification, the 
incarnation of Maruce. If we cherish and remain true to our precious Sindhi 
Heritage of Large-heartdness, welcoming the Best from everywhere, imbibing 
and assimilaing it, and the well-to-do flourishing Sindhis, help those in need, 
out of their large heartedness, the separated, scattered Sindhis, sinking their 
differences, will foster, forge a Unity, will feel as ONE and surely WIN. 

If inspired by th heroic Maruce, the Sindhi people, like their Heroine 
Maruce summon co ‘rage in their hearts, and kindle the flame of sacrifice in 
their lives and keep shining bright the light of love for their precious and noble 
heritage of Sindhiya , then surely, as in the case of Maruce, the Victory will 
come to them, and it will be not their victory alone, but the victory of 
Humanity. 

Courtesy Sindhu Samaj’ 1959. Translated from his original in Sindhi 

by Prof. K.N. Vaswani for this Book 
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WHAT DID GANDHIJI TEACH 


When requested for a message by an international organisation, 
Gandhiji wrote : "What message can I send you, if I am not sending any 
by my daily life ?" 


Gandhiji served all. He helped emancipate the women. He was a 
lover of children. He devised for them his national scheme of education- 
the system of Basic Education, which is nearer to the needs of our nation 
and truer to the genius of our people. 

He served the so-called untouchables, kith and kin of our own, 
and renamed them Harijans. He worked for the peasant and the labourer. 
He attended to the sick and the needy. He made the old young in spirit. He 
made the impetuous youth learn patience. He did not threaten the capitalists. 
He sought to convince and convert them. 

He was a man of God. He was the Sevak of Man. He loved all, he 
lived for all, not only in Bharat but all over the World. 

He served the Hindus and the Moslems, the Harijans and all men 
alike, and he died a martyr in the great cause of Toleration, which is the 
crux of Religion, which is the key to Civilization, which makes for Peace 
and Progress, which teaches Love and goodwill to all, which teaches how 
we may agree to disagree and yet remain brothers. 

His life was a lesson in Dedication and his Death a lesson in 
Martyrdom. 


He lived and worked for political, economic and social freedom; 
and he died a martyr for freedom of Faith and belief, for freedom of the 
spirit. 

His life was a victory : and his death a triumph. He lived a Lok 
Sevak, and he died a Lok Sevak. 


Einstein has truly said : 


"Generations to come, will scarce believe that such a great one ever 
walked upon the earth." For how great was he in service, in Life, how 
great in service, in his Death ! 

As the mind thinks of him, as the heart feels his great presence, 
one's spirit awakens, and gently whispers : 


"O Child of Bharat Mata! In the footsteps of Mahatma Gandhi, 
resolve to be a Lok Sevak to build a better Bharat, to serve this vast 
World ! 


Gems of Thought From Gandhi 


*Love is the strongest force the world possesses and it is the humblest 
imaginable. 
*Love never claims, it ever gives. Love ever suffers, never resents, never 
revenges itself. 
*Where love is, there God is also. 
“Woman is nothing if she is not self-sacrifice and purity personified. 
Women are special custodians of all that is pure and religious in life. 
“All true art is the an expression of the soul. 
‘rity of Life is the highest and truest art. 
‘s greater than all art. | would go even further and declare that the 
`e life comes nearest to perfection is the greatest artist; for what 


‘the sure foundation and framework of noble life? 
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RAJGHAT REFLECTIONS : 


THE DIARY OF A SATYAGRAHI I 


To-day is 13th April, the sacred and significant Vaisakhi Day, 
meaningful and memorable also as the Martyrs’ Day, the Jallianwalla Bagh 
Massacre Day, which shocked the people of India and then through great 
Gandhi's fearless, astounding and skilful leadership shook the mighty British 
Empire to emancipate India from her thraldom, for the blood of the martyr 
is ever the price of liberty, even as "Eternal vigilance is the price of Liberty", 
Gandhiji appropriately, providentially, himself fell a martyr to the assasin's 
bullet on the 30th January, and was cremated here and so 30th January is 
now observed as the Martyrs' Day every year here with due prayerful 
ceremony or shall we say also with the improper ceremony in which military 
personnel with arms publicly and prominently, unduly participate, 
illustrating the irony of things." 

Gandhiji for many many years, had inspired the nation 
to observe 6th April to 13th April, as the National Week, reminding the 
nation of its humiliation which he had turned and converted into heroism, 
even as 30th January, the day of Tragedy, now is acclaimed and observed 
as the day of Triumph of Gandhi, the day of his demise and death, is truly 
the day of his Triumph, his Vindication, when the mortal Gandhi became 
immortal, when the Spirit of Gandhi conquered and proved unconquerable, 
the misguided assasin's bullet, only accounting for the fragile frame, the 
bare body of a few thin bones. "The light has gone out of our lives, but no 
this light shall never go out. It shall shine for ages to come, for ever as the 
Amar Jyoti", Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru was inspired to say in his moving 
homage to Gandhi from the Akashvani, New Delhi, that evening. 

Birth of Satyagraha in India, 13th April 1919, The 
Jallianwalla Day, almost heralded the advent of Gandhi in Indian politics, marking 
a mile-stone in the movement of Freedom for India, nay in the Freedom Movement 
in the World, for with it commenced almost the era of Non-Co-operation or 
Satyagraha, as the new weapon in the armoury of Freedom Fighters every where. 
For, in protest against the massacre of the innocents at Jallianwalla, where was 
shed together, the blood of the Hindu, the Moslem and the Sikh, the old and the 
young, the men and the women and children, in one common stream, Rabindra 
Nath Tagore, the poet of Man, the Winner of the Nobel Prize for literature, for his 
Gitanjali in 1913, renounced his knighthood, and Gandhi returned his Kaiser Hind 
and other Medals and Honours to the British Empire, converting himself from an 
admirer and supporter of the Empire into a Rebel and Satyagrahi against the Empire. 

Culmination of Satyagraha : 30th January 1948 
was the culmination point of Gandhi's Satyagraha marking the high water 
mark of his supreme sacrifice, for his ideal 'Hatred does not cease by Hatred, 
Hatred Ceaseth by Love’, which was in the ancient time proclaimed by 
Buddha and reiterated by Gandhi in his moving words to America, India 
and the World as his one message : "I see that in the midst of Untruth, 
Truth persists, in the midst of Darkness, Light persists, in the midst of 
Death, Life persists, in the midst of Hatred, Love persists. Therefore Life is 


th, Light and Love." , 
je y Satyagraha : Gandhi's Gift to the World : And 


Gandhi's greatest gift to India and the world : What is it, if not Satyagraha, 
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which is but "Loyalty and love for Truth, living the Truth as God lets one 
see the Truth". Did not Martin Luther King, who like Lincoln, his fore- 
runner in America, also fall a martyr to the assasin's bullet, did he not greet 
and acclaim Gandhi as his Teacher of the Science of Satyagraha as he 
acclaimed and acknowledged Christ as his Guru for the gospel of Love ? 
And did he not illustrate and exemplify the patient faith in Truth and Love, 
which are the hall-marks, the characteristic qualities of a true and trained, 
disciplined Satyagrahi, by singing his famous songs : "We shall overcome’ 
and J have a dream", even as Gandhi did so through his Ram Dhun his 
'Vaishnaya Jana to Tene Kahiye', and his 'Lead Kindly Light’, which are so 
dear to all Satyagrahis, a source of inspiration and strength to them. And 
was not Gandhi, the supreme Satyagrahi, greeted as 'the Father of the Indian 
Nation’ by Jawaharlal Nehru himself on 15th August, 1947, on the day of 
inauguration of India's Independence at that memorable midnight Session? 
And was not his Satyagrahi disciple, Martin Luther King, adorned with 
Nehru Award by India and the World for his invaluable and significant 
and supreme contribution to International understanding and peace and 
human fellowship ? 

Gandhi's Satyagraha & Fasts : Gandhi used to observe every 
Monday as his Silence Day for self-communion, quiet, silent observation 
and for clearance of his correspondence. And about his many fasts, who 
does not know ? - fasts for Hindu-Moslem Unity, for abolition of 
Untouchability and Harijan uplift, for free temple entry for Harijans, against 
the evil of Separate Electorates for them to divide and destroy Hindu Society 
and Hinduism and fragment Indian Unity, in accordance with the well- 
known political strategy and strategem of 'Divide and Rule’, fasts for 
personal purification and social heart-searching and soul-searching, for 
intelligent introspection and for listening "to the still small voice within" - 
the call of concience, which we all can hear, if we will. 

These were some among the thoughts which crossed 
and crowded my mind, as I sat, along with a Sister Satyagrahi at great 
Gandhi's Samadhi's Gate-at Rajghat in a small tent observing a fast both in 
respect of food and speech on 13th April, 1982, sitting on the sacred and 
sanctified floor, where the spiritual fragrance of his martyred body and 
his unconquerable spirit can still be breathed and felt, if one is receptive 
and in tune with his message and his living spirit and undying presence. 

Satyagraha against Political Corruption & Defection: 
I sat as a non-partisan, non-political Satyagrahi, protesting against Political 
Corruption which like that cursed disease Cancer, is eating into the vitals 
of our Indian body politics viciously and vigorously, destroying it and all 
our values, which the nation cherished and which Gandhiji vivified, 
invigorated and made more vibrant, alive and fully pulsating, which now 
were being polluted and paralysed beyond revitalisation. Defection was 
the head or poisonous tongue of this reptile and snake of Political Corruption 
against which we had taken cudgels on behalf of the vast but dumb majority 
of the Indian people, Indian Citizens who had become frustrated through 
crying against it long, but in vain. 
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Questions & Answers : Will our Satyagraha Succeed : Will your 
Satyagraha, which you started on 23rd March on the martyrdom day of 
Bhagatsing, near India Gate, at the symbolic, sacred spot of the Amar Jyoti 
there, succeed? - is the question posed to us, by those who come and sign 
the Visitors’ Book, who join us as helpers, who enrol themselves as 
participants or sympathisers, who visit Rajghat as tourists, or as pilgrims 
to pay their respects at Rajghat at the Gandhi sacred Samadhi. The question 
is also asked of us by the journalists, it is also whispered some times by 
our own hearts to ourselves as we sit in silent communion with ourselves, 
after having prostrated ourselves before the sacred Samadhi, early morning. 
every day. 

What is the answer to this question that recurs? What is the 
answer that whispers to the heart, or is heard silently yet clearly by the 
hearts? Gandhi's Answer : It comes from Gandhi, whose voice is 
not silenced in the booming of the bullets. It comes clear and cogent, loud, 
though silent, if the heart is willing to hear. "4 Satyagrahi knows no defeat. 
Satyagraha ever succeeds" Satyam eva Jayate :- Is this not our nationa! 
motto, enshrining our firm faith? To put in Gandhi's own words, "/ have 
no argument to convince you. Faith transcends reason." 

How Satyagraha works ? There is a flash back. The 
mind recalls, the heart remembers, an earlier Satyagraha offered here at 
this very same sacred spot at the entrance to the Mahatma's Samadhi at 
Rajghat, sponsored also in the same way by non-power seeking, non-party, 
constructive workers, in which among others Shri Gulzarilal Nanda, who 
has been Acting Prime-Minister of India twice, felt proud to participate, 
rejoiced to join as a simple, silent Satyagrahi. 

The success of Satyagraha is more moral 
than material, it is more intangible than tangible. It operates on a higher 
plane. It converts, it does not coerce. It wins, it does not conquer, it has 
its mysterious, meaningful ways and effects. It makes hearts, changes minds, 
changes life, the currents of life and history, moulds men and movements, 
makes history. 

Examples of the Historic Styagraha during Emergency. 


Another recollection, remembrance , sad and glad, proud, worth 
remembering, now a record of India's History, which will be presented as 
a proud memory, wherever Freedom is regarded precious, for this freedom 
was proclaimed by a small batch of seven Satyagrahis, simple, silent, but 
Satyagrahis, insistent on staking their Freedom and their life for the sake 
of freedom, on the altar of Freedom, in the difficult period of Emergency, 
in the manner blessed by Gandhi, adopted and initiated by Acharya Vinoba 
Bhave in 1940 as the First Satyagrahi to be followed by Shri Jawaharlal 
Nehru, number two in the list, which had Gandhiji's approval and blessing. 
This small batch of seven was led by the veteran, honoured, now departed, 
distinguished servant of the people, Sarvodaya Worker, Shri Bhimsen 
Sachar who was above eighty years, who had been Chief Minister and 
Governor but who had also been a simple Satyagrahi in the Sena or army 
of Gandhiji ‘during his civil disobedience Satyagraha struggles I canno: 
forget the agony he felt, when he felt freedom of expression threatened in 
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the land of Gandhi by our own Govt.' I cannot forget the sparkle in his 
eyes, the pathos in his words, the pain in his heart, the fire in his soul, as 
he spoke and so the historic letter was signed and sent to the Prime Minister 
Shrimati Indira Gandhi at her residence, offering Satyagraha in vindication 
of the right to freedom of expression, as envisaged and ordained and told, 
taught and prescribed by Bapu, the father of the Indian Nation and the 
founder, discoverer, and exemplifier of Satyagraha. That very night seven 
simple men mainly, also a business man, an advocate, a professor, social 
workers including Sarvodaya workers, were arrested and lodged in prison, 
as the guests of Her Majesty's Govt. to use Gandhiji's words, which had 
become so popular. 

What happened later, is well known history, an unforgotten 
page, a bright golden page in the History of man's Freedom, the spangled, 
shining history of silent Satyagraha of Gandhiji's concept. Their letter 
was broadcast by B.B.C.London and ws one of the precious, wighty historic 
documents before the Shah Commission which investigated the excesses 
of the Emergency period against the fundamental rights of the people, 
guaranteed by the Indian Constitution and all Constitutions as the inalienable 
Human Rights. 

Silent satyagrahis through their suffering, in their simple, 
symbolic way, had won a victory, a signal victory, a silent not a vociferous 
victory. The emergency had ended, their voice had not been a voice in the 
wilderness. The world had listened, despite the tall walls of the prison. 
"Stone walls do not a prison make, nor iron bars a cage Spirits free and 
fearless, take them for an Hermitage," Such had been the spirit of Gandhi 
and of the Satyagrahis of the Gandhian mould. Will your Satyagraha 
Succeed ? You may as well ask a Satyagrahi, will the sun rise ? Will truth 
triumph ? And so Satyagraha goes on and will go on, in one form or 
another, as life goes on, for Satyagraha is the fight eternal, of Right against 
Might, of Truth against untruth ? 


Courtesy : Lajpat Bhavan Journal, Delhi. 


Editorial” 
Satyagraha Against Defections 


Defection is a virulent disease that will destroy democracy. It is 
attacking our body politics in its most nefarious form. As the President of 
our Republic indicated in his address to the Governors in conference, there 
have been more than 800 defections since the last General elections. The 
position is becoming precarious, both in the States and at the Centre. The 
poor Governor in many a State is in a sad plight. He does not know which 
Party has the majority, which Chief Minister commands the confidence of 
the House. If he makes a mistake, while he excercises his discretion, he is 
pronounced to be partial, he is censured as a partisan. 

U.P. is not the only example, where the Governor had to do some 
tight rope walking or precarious rope-dancing. Governors in West Bengal, 
Punjab, Kerala, Bihar, too have had their ordeals. The President had to 
impose his rule and soon after withdraw it. All this has been due to 
defections of members from one party to another , not on the basis of any 
real differences of opinion on programmes or principles, but due to a clash: 
of personal interests, and due to offer of inducements, or threats of 
withdrawal of privileges, or imposition of punishments. 


*By Prof. K.N. Vaswani 
Courtesy: Laipat Bhawan Journal Delhi 
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Changing one's party unless in obedience to conscience when the 
party betrays its principles or departs from its programme, is not only 
undemocratic, but anti-democratic, nay immoral. When a person defects 
from the party, on whose programme and ticket, he canvassed for votes in 
his constituency, he violates his pledge to the party and the people to stand 
by what he said he was going to stand by. It is a breach of faith, an immoral 
act, which must be prevented; and if it is not prevented, must be punished, 
So as to deter others from committing it. 


The Loktantra Raksha Parishad, political wing, of the Servants of 
the People Society, to protect democracy and promote the spirit of 
democracy, has resolved to forge a sanction with the help of the people to 
prevent unprincipled defection, which is a negation and betrayal of 
democracy. 

Until the Central Government provides the legislation that will 
prevent as well as penalise defections, and even with a view to pressurise 
the Central Government to take this much-needed action, which has been 
hanging fire for long, while the disease of defections grows worse and 
worse, developing into a festering sore, a cancer that will prove fatal to 
Indian democracy, the Loktantra Raksha Parishad has begun to mobilise 
the people for a peaceful Satyagraha against persons who defect and parties 
who manipuiate defections, for they are the enemies of Democracy,traitors 
to the traditions of our country, where the value of the pledged word has 
always been regarded as high and sacred. 

Gandhi's Satyagraha--peaceful, silent, dignified, organised by a body 
of people, who themselves have no political ambitions and therefore no 
political axe to grind, who have the noble legacy of selfless service of the 
people, exemplified by the Servants of the People Society to cherish and to 
enrich--offered by well-selected workers, volunteers from the people who 
are voters, will assuredly serve to draw pointed attention to our political 
malaise, which is eating into the vitals of Indian Democracy. 


The people are requested to offer themselves as volunteers so that 
on 30th January when this Satyagraha against defections is proposed to be 
launched by Loktantra Raksha Parishad of the Servants of the People 
Society, this Satyagraha may be organised in a silent, peaceful yet effective 
way. 

With God's will, Gandhi's blessings, and the people's participation, 
in what is the cause of clean democracy, we have no doubt, this Satyagraha 
Yagya will be successfully performed, and defections discouraged by the 
anguished expression of the will of the people, who volunteer to offer 
Satyagraha against such of their elected representatives who erringly 
repudiate their principles, programmes and parties for a mess of pottage. 
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SWAMI VIVEKANANDA IN MY LIFE 
They said to me: "Vaswani, it will be nice to answer these two questions. 
"1. Swamiji's ideals and life's experiences, how these have helped solve your 
problems? 
"2, Have you found satisfaction and fulfilment in Vivekananda Kendra?" | thought 
and thought - introspected. And it seemed to me I had found fulfilment but not 
satisfaction with things as they were. So many things went wrong in the 
Vivekananda Kendra, as in the wide world. Inspite of Swamiji's great ideals, how 
many of us did really and fully practise them? How very few of us, even strove 
hard to practise them? Were we kind and considerate and courteous and co- 
operative in our conduct, inspite of the Vivekananda Kendra Prayer, which we 
recited at least every morn and eve? 
"Grant us strength in our body, courage in our heart : 
Let us be ideal in our conduct, ideal in our thought." 

Do we get up early, come to the prayer punctually, speak to all kindly, or, 
are we indifferent in these and other matters and speak harshly and hurt others, 
instead of being sympathetic and helpful? This was the problem that oppressed 
me, depressed me. 

And then came to me from Swamiji's ideals, the solution in his wonderful 
words: "By being pleasant always and smiling, you reach nearer God than by 
a Prayer". These words have become my passport to Health, Happiness and 
Fulfilment, for I began to strive personally to practise them as a Sadhana, 
whatever others may or may not do. Holy Mother Sarada Devi's simple words 
keep ringing in my ears : "Do not find fault with others. Find your own faults 
and correct them". How very simple and how very true! I have been here in 
Vivekananda Kendra, to make myself first. First 'BE' and then 'MAKE' has been 
Swamiji's injunction, and I strive humbly and steadily to follow it. 

From Swamiji's life experiences, I have seen clearly, vividly, that Faith in 
the Divine, brings Divine help and Blessing at the right moment and this stands 
verified in my own life in the Vivekananda Kendra as elsewhere. Swamiji was 
hungry, starved, famished, fainted and then someone comes to give him a meal. 
He has lost the address of the venue for the Parliament of Religions and a lady 
opens the door, greets him and takes him there. Who does this? God! I have not 
seen God as Sri Ramakrishna saw or showed to Narendra. Still, I have a feeling 
that I see the finger of God, many a time in things that happen around me, even in 
my life by God 's grace. Everyone can feel and see this, if we have the heart to 
greet. It is therefore that I feel personally fully fulfilled - healthy by God's Grace at 
80 years, the last 20 in Vivekananda Kendra, where Eknathji, through God's Grace, 
brought me from the 'Collected Works of Mahatma Gandhi’, where I was one of 
the Editors. In this too, I see the finger of God, His Grace, the plan of Providence. 
It is this Faith that what God Chooses for me is always better than what I choose 
for myself, that gives me a sense of fulfilment. Let me, by HIs Grace, rejoice in 

dancing to His Tune. Be happy and make others happy! Inspired by Swami 
Vivekananda, my heart's prayer is : 

"I shall Think Sweet, Speak Sweet, Act Sweet, Sing Sweet, Smile Sweet 
and above all, Be Sweet". 
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AWAKENING ! 

Awakening : Root of Renaissance - Awakening is the root of 
Renaissance, Through it, takes place the Renewal of man and Soceity. It is 
the harbinger even of Revolution in the minds of men, as well as in the 
institutions and arrangements of society, political institutions and also social 
and economic institutions. Men awaken to Reality around them and then 
begin to build a new World. Humanity awakens to Truth. Truth dawns on 
it, and dark doubts are dispelled even as the Dawn every morn ends the 
reign of darkness and makes the workd shine with a new light, a new 
warmth, and a new life. 

Vivekananda's vision of truth to greater truth— Swami Vivekananda 
has said : "Mankind marches from truth to truth, mankind grows from 
smaller truths to greater truths. Life is growth, expansion, Life is 
awakening". Asato Ma Sad gamaya—From untruth we are awakened to 
truth; "Tamaso ma Jyotir gamaya"—From the darkness of ignorance and 
indolence and the slumber of sloth we are awakened to the Light of 
knowledge, of wisdom, of fruitful, enlightened and wise action. "Mrityo ma 
Amritam gamaya"—from the dim but certain darkness of death, the 
mourning for our mortality, we are awakened to consciousness of 
immortality. Who dies? The Atma is deathless, immortal, eternal, 
beginningless and endless. 

Gandhi's vision of Awakening — Gandhiji said in his broadcast 
message to America, his message to the West, to the New World: "I see 
that in the midst of Untruth; Truth persists; In the midst of Darkness, Light 
persists; In the midst of Death, Life persists; In the midst of Hatred, Love 
persists; God is Truth and Light and Life and Love; He alone is. He is all. 
And Gandhiji concluded; "I have no argument to convince you. Faith 
transcends Reason". What a vision! And what Humility! And what a faith! 
And what action, fortified by the vision! And what magnificent 
achievements, by means of such Humility! "Lead! Kindly Light! Amidst the 
encircling gloom, Lead Thou me on! The night is dark and I am far from 
home, Lead Thou me on! Keep thou my feet, | do not ask to see the distant 
scene. One step enough for me." 

Call of Awakening Today — Awakening Today, spells awakening to 
the reality of inequality, injustice, poverty, penury, distress, degradation of 
man by man. Awakening today, sends forth a call for remedial action, 
selfless action in the service of man, determined action against the evil of 
injustice and the tyranny of inequality, against the demon of poverty and 
distress and the disinheritance and degradation of man by man. 

Wanted Volunteers — Wanted, men and Women, young and old to 
serve their suffering Sisters and Brothers, in their distress. Wanted 
volunteers to join the Vivekananda Kendra. with zeal to serve the nation 
prepared to take a life-long pledge of selfless Service, to end the evil of 
injustice and inequality, poverty and the denial of human dignity. Arise, 
awake and stop not. Let us awaken all, to the all enveloping injustice. And 
let us arise with determination to end this injustice for this injustice is a 
crime against Humanity. For this injustice is a sin against Divinity. a 
to this injustice to fellow beings. Awake to end this injustice and inequatity. 


And stop not, till the goal is reached. 
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DIARY OF A KENDRA WORKER (5.12.1985) 

Who runs Vivekananda Kendra? Who governs India? Who runs 
the Universe? Who makes the leaves dance in the wind? Who makes the 
buds blossom, the flowers to give out fragrance, the Sun's rays to shine, to 
bring warmth, the fruits to ripen, the birds to sing, the cows to give milk, 
your mother to give milk, to love you, nurse you, nurture you, bring you 
up, make you into a man, a real man or into a fine specimen of womanhood, 
to make you an artist, or a heroic soul? Who? Who? God! Him! He, He 
alone. 


The waves leap and laugh, sing and dance through His power. The 
clouds in their fine fantastic shapes, hiding the Sun, or being lighted up by 
the Sun, glistening in the Sun with silvery or golden light, are because of 
Him. Drought, Earthquake, Floods, Famine, Epidemics, Storms, all 
calamities, as also all Blessings and Joy are because of Him. 


The smile of the Flowers, the innocence of Children, the beauty of 
the star-sprangled Heavens, of the snow-covered mountains, of the rushing, 
gushing streams, musically murmurring, ceaselessly singing, the wind 
whispering through the trees, the butterfly frisking, the flowers fragrant, 
the seas, calm or tempestuous, all are by His will and so Vivekananda 
Kendra. 

You think you run Vivekananda Kendra? We do not run it. We are 
run by it. 

We are litle bricks that make the marvellous mansion, the imposing, 
prestigeous palace. We are like drops in the ocean, like dew drops on 
leaves, like leaves on the tree. He lets the Tree grow and so grows our 
Vivekananda Kendra, spreading its Branches everywhere and providing 
shade and shelter, coolness to all of us and also a place to rest, fruits to 
feed and an inspiring lesson to grow in humility, in silence without noise, 
without shouts, to grow, to grow, to grow heavenward and also spread 
wide and broad the branches everywhere, yet retaining the roots firm in 
mother earth, the fertilising soil of our ideals of Renunciation and Service- 
Tyage and Seva, which are the life-breath, the soul of the Vivekananda 
Kendra, which is the child of Swami Vivekananda, blessed by Sarda Ma 
and Sri Ramakrishna. Who runs Vivekananda Kendra? They run it, not 
we, tiny you or insignificant me. We thought Eknathji was running it. 
Where is Eknath? But it runs. He did Tapas for it. It lives. It grows and 
we grow, with it, in it, through it. We may be, not be. But Vivekananda 
Kendra will continue to be, to grow and to bless all as a source of Inspiration, 


as a Centre of Selfless Service, as the Kendra for Nishkam Karma. for 
selfless Seva. 
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THE SIN OF SELFISHNESS 


Is not the sin of selfishness, the root of all evil in the world, the real 
source of all unhappiness, the cause of all wars - nation against nation, class 
against class, community against community, the conflict between one indi- 
vidual and another? Is not the Khetra of the real Mahabharat war, Our own 
mind, where Kaurvas and the Pandvas fight perennially, our selfish instincts 
fighting against our finer, higher impulses ? And despite Krishna's Gita, our 
ancient invaluable heritage, the message of which is one of performance of 
dharma or duty, renouncing all desire for fruit thereof, which makes all action 
selfless, despite our century-old, daily recital of the Gita, do we not vitiate and 
impurify our actions, by overloading them with desire for selfish gain ? 

The middle letter in the word 'sin' is 'l'; the middle letter in the word 
‘pride’ is also 'I' is always capital 'I'; the sin of sins is this overemphasis, this 
undue emphasis on 'l'; the ever aggressive 'l'; - everythng for myself; every 
body for his own self. This narrowness is opposed not only to humanism and 
nationalism, but also to all decent and orderly human life. It is an enemy of 
human happiness including our own individual happiness. For there is no hap- 
piness in the absence of love. 

And love is Yoga or Union with some one or something, other than 'T'. 
Actually love is a merging of the 'self' in the other; the identification of the 
‘self wth the other; such a merging or identification, as effects such a union 
with the other, that the ‘self ' that 'I', is forgotton, is transcended and what 
emerges is the consciousness of 'We' as one being. The sense of separateness 
is dissolved and there can then be no sense of selfishness, which is due to an 
undue emphasis on the sense of separateness, which itself is due to ignorance, 
short sightedness and narrowness which are inimical both to individual and 
group development and happiness. Neither individual growth nor national 
progress are possible in an atmosphere of narrow, selfish, self-centered or 
group-centered aggrandisement, which characterises and plagues our indi- 
vidual, group, social, economic and political behaviour and activities in the 
family, the community and the nation to-day. 

Love which is the joyous awareness of identity with others and seva 
which is the practical expression of this joyous awareness, are what can and 
will rebuild man and society, promoting both individual and human happi- 
ness. Whether it is corruption or defection, or adulteration, or injustice and 
violence, the real cause for all evil is selfishness which once regarded as a sin, 
has been unfortunately acclaimed as an engine of progress, by giving it the 
name of ‘self-interest’, which it is said, every one has a right or even the duty to 
advance. 
‘Rights’ are emphasised and fought for; duties are derogated and 
derelicted. In the circumstances, the sin of selfishness flourishes and counts 
its votaries in crores; the selfless sevak becomes rare and is ridiculed. 
Vivekananda and Gandhi are outdated, become irrelevant; Lenin and Mao are 
quoted and followed. Naxalites and not Sarvodayaites hold the headlines and 
influence thinking and action. Violence is condemned, but selfishness which 
is variegated violence is widely practised, without realising that selfishness 
cannot but breed violence and violence can only be curbed and cured by seva, 


which is love in action. 


136 The Call of Bharat Seva is the Call of Bharat Mata 


THE GOAL BEACONS:LET US BEGIN WITH OURSELVES 

The goal is clear and bright and beacons us all, every individual, 
man, and woman and child in Bharat. The political fetters that 
impeded our march are shattered! Let us work unitedly, with every 
man, woman and child, doing his or her bit, to remove the economic 
shackles, to break the social barriers. If we have more of the 
economic goods of life, let us offer Sampattidan to share our surplus 
with others of our land, who have less; if we have more of land, 
there is the opportunity of Bhoodan : if we have more of muscle 
power, we are not poor, we are rich :let us offer Shramdan, to 
build a road, to clean a tank, to bring nearer, into being, a new 
and better Bharat, of Gandhiji's concept, of our dreams; if there 
is more of knowledge and learning we have, let us offer Vidyadan, 
let us help and co-operate in the literacy campaign, in dispelling 
the darkness of ignorance, superstition and spread the light of 
learning and knowledge; if we have more of the spirit of dedication, 
if we get more inspiration for working for the Nation, let us offer 
Jivandan; and let us offer our lives as Bharat Sevaks, as Sarvodaya 
Samaj members. 

Let us not waver and wait and watch. Let us begin today 
and begin now. Where we are, whatever we are. Let us start immediately, 
for the work of Nation-building is great; and it is everywhere, 
near everyone of us; and, it cannot really be done by the Government 
alone, even our own government. 

It cannot be done by any social service organisations alone. 


Be it Sarvodaya Samaj, Bharat Sevak Samaj, Sri Ramakrishna 
Mission, the Servants of India Society, any Women's and Children's 
Organisations. 

It is so great, it is so various, that there is room and scope 
for all agencies, government and non-official, political and non- 
party. 

There is opportunity for all organisations and for every individual, 
you and me, or shall I say, me and you; for I must begin with 
myself and you must begin with yourself! 

Let us not excuse ourselves by saying; the Government is 
not doing this; the Social Service Organisations are not doing that; 
if I had the power and the resources, I will do such and such. 


The call for Bharat Seva is the call of Bharat Mata! 


And if the spirit in us is not stirred in response to the call of 
the Mother, then there is cause for anxiety indeed, not because 
duty is being neglected, but because we are failing, failing to rise 
to our true stature. Let us rise to our true stature 
and become devoted Bharat Sevaks. 

Courtesy: Author's Book: 'We The People of India' (1956). 


Gems of Thought 
*"Love expressed is sweet; love unexpressed is sacred." 
*"Love expressed is heavenly; Love unexpressed is Divine." 
*"Self expression is self-fulfilment; self-surrender is self-realisation." 
*"Who gives all, gains all; Who loses all, wins all." 
*"Love is brittle as a glass and enduring as a rock." 
*"A writer, like a sage, must pass from agony into ecstasy." 
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A SPIRITUAL EXPERIENCE : THE INDESCRIBABLE ! 

It was the magic hour of sunrise, at Vivekanandapuram Beach, I sat 
watching the waves, dazzling white, shining rolling, dashing against the 
shore with full force, retreating gently, slowly, softly, merging again into the 
ocean waters, whence they emerged unceasingly, endlessly. The 
Vivekananda Rock Memorial shone in the not far distance. The flag had 
moved up the mast there and the strong wind played with it, making it 
dance in the sky, even as the sea waves danced on the sandy sea-shore. The 
sound of the flapping flag in the distance was inaudible. but the rush and 
roar of the sea waves was eloquent. As I sat in my favourite seat, at the 
foot of the pedestal of the Swami Vivekananda statue, the rumbling sound 
of the onward marching waves made music. It was like the dim pleasant 
sounds of many bands playing far far away - you could not see the faces of 
the band men, nor their instruments, but their lound thumpings, softened by 
the distance, came into your ears with their sweet melody, some marching 
tune, the sound of the marching feet, dying away in the distance. 

Spell-binding : Yes, the waves made music indeed, now soft, now loud, 
now gentle, now strong. And how long? I did not know, how long I had sat 
there. Not counting the hours, not counting the waves, not counting the 
flowers that grew in profusion in the terrace-garden that lay spread out 
before me, like an ornamented flower-bedecked bedspread, rich with multi- 
coloured flowers and leaves in many tints rose-red, pale-yellow, gold and 
green, soft green, bright green and parrot green. 

The flowers danced in the breeze and fragrance floated on to you, 
sweetening your breath. As the colourful butterflies frisked from flower to 
flower, and the honey bees did the same to collect their sweetness from 
within the petals of the flowers, gently petting and parting them, you too 
felt a sense of sweetness. Indeed you felt a sense of marvel at the scene 
sublime, and experienced an untold joy in this blisssful environment. 

The spot was enhanting, the hour spell-binding. The experience 
exhilarating, indeed elevating, ethereal, you felt lifted up, lifted away from 
this mundane world. 

You began to ascend to the Ethereal. You saw visions, more beautiful 
than any which the earth with all her beauty and splendour offered you, 
even when you were inspired to see them with the eyes of an artist and the 
heart of a poet. 

And you experienced the unearthly. Was it a dream envisioned by you, 
creation of your own imagination, in an inspiring environment, in an 
elevating mood? Or was it truly a spiritual experience, not only heart- 
warming or mind- illuminating, but soul-searching and truly sublimating? 
Who can tell? How to tell? 

The sense of awakening ! You feel so hazy. You are half-awake. You 
are in a state of awakening, awakening to a consciousness of a new world, 
beginning to breathe on a new plane, where things are not what they seem 
here. And then sometimes you see visions as a visionary, sometimes you 
hear sounds, unearthly, nay, ethereal, the music of the spheres; the rhythm 
of the universe, that echoes in the silence to sensitive, welcoming ears, and 
then suddenly there is calm...stillness.. absolute Stillness... Time has stopped. 
And Space... the vast endless expanse of the sky, the vast limitless stretch 
of the sea, the two meeting or seeming to meet in the far, far horizon. Do 


they meet at all? 
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The mystery of the universe, the unsolved mystery, the curiosity of man, 
never satisfied; what, how, where, when, whence, why? Sometimes the 
mystery reveals itself a little bit. You get a glimpse, a momentary glimpse 
of the mystery, though the Riddle ever remains, the mystery ever eludes 
you. It is a game of revealing and concealing, concealing and revealing 
again. 

S Sometimes-yes, sometimes, occasionally, rarely, momentarily, your heart 
expereinces the heavenly, your spirit awakens to the Eternal, the Absolute, 
the Infinite, the Indefinable, the Illimitable, the Indescribable. But how can 
I describe the Indescribable? 

Life loses its limits. Everything melts away and merges. The world 
has become one. The self-same spirit pervades the universe. There is a 
sense of Peace and joy. There is good-will to all, goodwill from all. All 
are one. God is near. God is here. And so are Goodness and Godliness. 
You seem to swim in an ocean of love. You are calm, quiet, content and 
kind. You are filled with strength and energy and affection and love for all. 
You are at peace within and without. and as you work, you work in a spirit 
of worship. As you labour, you labour in a spirit of love. And your life 
becomes joyous, as you make others happy and joyous. Your consciousness 
has expanded to embrace others in your fold as your very own. There is no 
resentment, whatever happense. There is only understanding and all- 
embracing love. 


BLISS OF SURRENDER : LEGACY OF BAPU AND DADA 

"Not a leaf moves but at His will", proclaimed Bapu. "Man proposes, 
God disposes. Our disappointments are His appointments. But let us have 
faith that what God chooses is always better than what we choose," Sadhu 
Vaswani used to say. And as I look back on life's long and eventful 
journey, which must now come to its close any day, in some way, 
unforeseen, yet certain, how much confirmation do I not find of the truth of 
what Bapu and Dada Vaswani have said and the wisdom of their attitude of 
complete surrender to His Will, not a grudging or reluctant, willy nilly, 
unwilling acceptance of what comes, of whatever happens, but a hearty 
acceptance thereof, not a mere non-rejection, but a rejoicing, in what comes, 
in whatever happens; for does he not know better, what is good for us, He 
who runs the Universe, who keeps the stars in their courses and the moon 
and the earth in their orbits? 

We—who are we, but little specks of dust in a stupendous universe ?— 
plan and dream and desire, we are afire with enthusiasm for our tiny little 
projects which are like bubbles on the bosom of the mighty raging ocean, 
and like little children on the seashore. building houses of sand and 
watching the bubbles of foam, we cry with delight in our house-building, 
plan or project making, or in watching the upward dance of the bubbles. 
And when the bubbles burst, we like some foolish children cry out as if the 
world has broken up into fragments; but then more bubbles come up in a 
moment, and wiser children, knowing this, instead of crying, laugh aloud, 
and continue to play, unmoved to tears, by the bursting of the bubbles or 
the laying waste by the oncoming waves of the houses of sand that have 
been built up. 

The wisdom of Bapu and Dada Vaswani lay in accepting through their 
adult life, the serene wisdom of innocent little children who play on, dance 
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about, whatever happens, whether the ocean of life roars or is silent, 
whether the waves are stormy or flow gently. And in this attitude of serene 
detachment, because of total surrender, how happy and helpful were they, 
how active and powerful were they, and how fruitful in the service of 
nation-building, of communicating their creed of love and service to 
countless men, women and children. And were they not really deriving all 
their strength from this spirit of surrender, so that in their deepest distress 
when Partition came and the sufferings of men, women and children caused 
them anguish and agony, still flowed from them words of comfort, words of 
warning, acts of love, acts of healing and harmony, which could rekindle 
the lamp of love and not feed the fires of hate that burnt exceedingly hard 
at the time. 

"Why and how came this flow of the fountain of love, in the midst of the 
raging storms of hatred? They had known the bliss of surrender to His will. 
They were in agony but they had known the ecstasy. The nation was 
shaken and they too were shaken, but they had deep somewhere the source 
of calm strength—the Bliss of Sureender. One recalls Krishna on the battle- 
field pf Mahabharata, the teaching of the Gita, of action, without the desire 
for the fruit of action; of action, because it is dharma, it is duty, it is 
swadharma, the demand or command of one's being, the self, which is 
seen as a part of the higher Self. Surrender is of the self to the Self. When 
this is truly realised, it is no longer surrender but self-expression and self 
fulfilment. There is no resistance or rejection or even self-sacrifice. There is 
an awakening and awareness of Oneness. One wakes up from the dream 
and drama of life into the realisation of the Great Reality. There is no 
reluctant acceptance or a striving for surrender. There is a realisation of the | 
integration, of the merging, of the self into the Self. /t alone is. The earthly 
has embraced the ethereal, the finite has entered into the infinite, the unreal 
has found the real. In truth, the realisation is that there has really been no 
unreal—it has not existed, except as an illusion, like the shadow which is 
not the substamce. When the dust of ignorance or illusion, unawareness, is 
dispelled from the mirror of the mind, the reality shines forth, the bright 
beauty of the luminous lively face becomes clear, through the cleaned up 
mirror. 

To the question : "Who am I?, the answer comes : "Nothing and 
everything. /t alone Is". The beauty of complete surrender is seen; the 
wisdom of total acceptance is realised; the bliss of loving surrender is born. 
The Self flows through the self in a mighty current of life that moves,that 
creates, dissolves, recreates. There is life and love and faith and death. 
Everything is changing. yet everything is. Everything dies, yet everything is. 
There is the dance of death, there is the upsurge of life. Everything is, has 
been and will be. What seems is a shadow-show. The Reality remains. 

Bapu and Dada saw this and proclaimed this vision. They found the 
truth, as other seers before them had done so. They lived by it and sought 
to give glimpses of it to us through their words, their acts, their lives. The 
bliss of Surrender made their lives joyous and fruitful, powerful in service 
and productive of good. Shall we follow with our wayward and wavering 
footsteps, the trail which they have blazed for us, so that we too may have 
a taste of this bliss of surrender, and our little lives too may partake of the 
power and fruitfulness in love and service, which their lives were 


resplendent with and redolent of. 
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WITH LOVE IN OUR HEARTS ! 

With love in our hearts, the world is wonderful and life beautiful and 
sweet, for we scatter love and joy wherever we go and evoke affection and 
goodwill wherever we are. The objects we come across take on a colour 
and put on a beauty, that is lent to them by our loving heart, which is ready 
to greet the good and the godly in all creation and welcome all as the 
wondrous manifestations of the Divine, the exquisite expression of the 
Infinite and the Eternal! 

The skies with their clouds and colours, the expanse of the earth with 
multi-farious objects, the green grass, the flower-laden bushes, the herds of 
sheep and goat with their kindly eyes, the young innocent lads looking after 
them, the little children going to school in their many-coloured clothes, the 
hawkers, selling their wares, the lengthening queues at the Bus stand, the 
cobblers and shoe-shines at their labour, the fruit-sellers and grocers in their 
tiny shops, the scooter-drivers rushing ahead, the passengers pushing you 
into the buses or impeding your entry, the conductors, none too courteous, 
the drivers not stopping where they should, the peons in the offices, not 
attending to you, unco-operative colleagues and obliging ones, those who 
greet you with winning smiles and those who seem not to see you, the 
sights and sounds on the road-side, women selling vegetables and fruits, 
children swinging under the trees or playing in the dust, the beggars 
stretching out pleading hands for alms, the rich, riding in luxury cars-all 
these scenes appear to you to be part of a panorama which sometimes 
pleasing, sometimes depressing and distressing, at times elevating, is yet 
something that Providence has presented to be looked at with the eye of 
understanding, a healing heart and a helping hand. For a loving heart 
always heals and a loving hand is over extended to help and serve. That is 
the beauty of love, its glory and its mystery. Love ever gives, gives 
affectionately, unostentatiously, in humility. It fulfils itself in service. 

With love in our hearts, service of the humble and the needy comes to 
us, naturally, spontaneously, and inevitably, as the quality seed sprouts forth 
into the colourful sweet-smelling flower and the ripe, life-giving fruit. Let 
our heart fill with love, we are bound to fill life and the world with the 
fragrance of Lok Seva, through our little acts of love, of help of the needy, 
and healing of the unhappy. And we shall be more happy than ever, for our 
love-filled hearts will sing joyously, as sing the birds in the morning, with 
the rising of the sun. Let the sun of love dawn in our hearts and shed the 
light of seva all around! 

Courtesy: Author's Book:: ‘Love is the Light’, 1989 

Love! Our Need! 


Love one another. These words were spoken more than two thousand 
years ago. Powerful though this command is, many of us have succeeded 
in ignoring it all these many years. We all give lip service to it but few of 
us expect anyone to really practise it. We leave that to madmen and saints. 

In fact, we have become suspicious of lovers and dismiss them as naive 
and irrelevant, we are certain that no one could really care about anyone 
else without having some ulterior motive. The qualities of love such as 
tenderness, commitment, concern, generosity and trust are relegated to the 
realm of platitudes and are ignored. 


Courtesy: Ram Amarlal Punjwani in 'Sahyog Times International’ 
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SOME PIONEERING EFFORTS FOR RECOGNITION OF SINDHI* 

She was singing : "/ vow to keep alive, my sacred Sindhi Language, in 
which my mother sang to me her sweet lullaby !" | felt I was listening to 
the voice of the hearts of all the Sindhi People, not only those who were 
exiled and scattered in every nook and corner of India, but even those in 
Sind (Pakistan) who had become strangers in their own ‘homeland’. And this 
was not only the heart's desire of the whole Sindhi Community, but also a 
solemn Pledge, an expression of the sacred Resolve, the Determination of 
the Sindhi People, to secure and safeguard their fundamental Birthright. And 
I had firm faith that the History of Bharat will be a witness to the fulfilment 
of this solemn pledge, this sacred Resolve of the Sindhi Community, for the 
Sindhis are a deathless Community and People, whose firm roots lie in the 
ancient crivilization and culture of Mohen JoDoro and as History proves, 
they have survived all the storms and tempests of the past. They have not 
been overpowered by Islamic invasions or English Culture in the past and 
though Partition has sadly separated them from their sacred soil of Sind, 
Yet the 15 lakh Sindhis, in exile, have not forgotten their Sindhi Heritage 
and their Sindhi Language. 

I was a typical example of these 15 lakh scattered Sindhis in exile. I was in 
Delhi my brother in Calcutta, one of my sisters in Chandigarh, another in Ajmer, 
my paternal aunt in Nagpur, and my maternal aunts, one in Bombay, another in 
Simla and the third in Nasik. Thus near relations and friends were scattered in 
different parts of India; Ahmedabad, Baroda, Poona, Kalyan, Jodhpur, Jaipur, 
Udaipur, Ujain, Indore, Bhopal, Madras, Raipur, Jabalpur, Amritsar, Bangalore, 
Mysore, Patna, Hyderabad, Vijayvada, Rajkot, Gandhidham, Lucknow, Kanpur, 
Agra, Gwalior, Gauhati, Shillong. There was no place where exiled Sindhis 
had not reached. Sindhis had made the whole of India, their homeland, having 
sacrificed the whole of Sind. 

Otherwise too, the Sindhis have been a large hearted Community, who have 
carried the flag of Indian Crafts and Culture, to different parts of the World. 
There will be hardly any place in the world, where the Sindh work merchants 
have not reached and exhibited the arts and crafts of India, Far away from his 
country, but the Sindhi will not forget his Motherland and Sindhi, his mother- 
tongue. She was singing: "/ vow to keep alive my sacred Sindhi Language, in 
which my mother sang to me her sweet lullaby!" As she was singing, danced 
before my eyes, swiftly in a series, vivid pictures of the pioneering early efforts 
of the Sindhi People for Recognition of Sindhi, in the Rajdhani, Delhi, in which 
as a Sindhi, with my love for Sindhi, dwelling in Delhi, | had the occasion and 
the privilege, actively to participate with zest and zeal, with enthusiasm and 
ardour. 

Scene I In Rajdhani, Delhi, in Parliament House had been called by the 
Govt. of India, in 1951, an all India Conference of Literary figures. 
Representatives from different provinces, for different languages were there, 
the conference having been organised by the Ministry of Education. Maulana 
Abul Alkalam Azad, the Education Minister inaugurated the conference and 
after him, Shri Tarachand Education Secretary, was conducting the proceedings. 
Representatives of Sindhi Language and Literature had not been called, but 


*First published in Sindhi, in ‘Sindhu’ in 1957. Translated from his original by Prof K.N. 


Vaswani for this Book. 
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two lovers of Sindhi Language and Literature.Shri Tirath Basant and the present 
writer Prof. K.N. Vaswani were granted special permission to represent Sindhi 
and participate in the Conference and the present writer took active part in the 
conference, with the result that winning the sympathy and support of the 
Delegates and Literary figures from different provinces, it was accepted that in 
all such All India Conferences, Sindhis too have their inherent right to be 
represented like others. 

Scene II The effect of the above was immediate. Before my eyes shone 
another scene, In the Red Fort, Shri K.M. Munshi had called an All India Literary 
Conference. Dr. Rajendra Prasad was also present. It was in 1951, the same 
year, as the Education Minister's Conference. Representatives of Sindhi had 
not been invited. Yet two Flag-bearers of Sindhi. Shri Tirath Basant and the 
writer were there to represent Sindhi and with the special permission of Shri 
Kasinath Nag, who presided, Shri Tirath Basant was allowed to address the 
conference, and this was duly reported by the All India Radio, Delhi in the 
evening. 

Scene III - All India Radio Sation, Delhi : Shri Tirath Basant, Dr. Harumal 
Sadarangani and the writer, met officers of the All India Radio, in a deputation 
and on behalf of the Sindhis in Delhi, presented for the Minister, Education and 
Broadcasting, a memorandum, requesting for Sindhi programme from All India 
Radio, Delhi. The authorities sympathetically considered this demand and by a 
letter, requested the Sindhi Panchayats in Delhi, for co -operation in this matter. 

Scene IV - Delhi University, Chamber of Chairman, Faculty of Arts, Dr 
V.K..R.V. Rao. Shri Karamchand Hingorani Retired Education Inspector, Sind, 
Tirath Basant and the writer, at the suggestion of Dr. Sadarangani met Dr. 
V.K.R.V. Rao, in a Deputation and requested him to continue Sindhi for longer 
period. The same Deputation also met the Head of Department of Languages 
to invoke his sympathy and support which he agreed to give. 

Scene V - Principal N.V. Thadhani's house. Dr. Sadarangani and the writer 
called on Principal Thadhani and requsted that in view of his friendly relations 
with Dr. Rajender Prasad, who was President of the Constituent Assembly, he 
may speak to him to help in the cause of Recognition of Sindhi. Principal 
Thadhani said the first query of Rajen Babu, will be : What about Acharya 
Kripalani and Jairamdas. 

Scene VI - In the Constitution Club was going on under the presidentship 
of Prof. Ghanshyam, a session of All India Refugees Conference, Dr. Choithram 
was the chief person there. After discussion with him, under persuasion, by 
Lachman Khubchandani who was Joint Secretary of Sindhu Samaj, it was 
agreed that the conference will pass a Rasolution in favour of Recognition of 
Sindhi, in the Constitution, and this was done. 

Scene VII - This writer's home in Pandara Road, Tirath Basant, Hashu 
Kawalramani, Kewal Malkani, Dr. Haru Sadarangani; held meetings again and 
again (1948-55) how to set up in Delhi, a Sindhi Society for cultural activities 
of the Sindhis and for safeguarding of their distinct identity. At a meeting in 
Rajender Nagar in Prof. M.P. Lakhani's house, it was decided to do this without 
further delay, and was set up the Sindhu Samaj, with 15 members, among them 
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M.P. Lakhani, Hashu Kewalramani, K.R. Malkani.,. Prof. Kaka, Prof. Jhangiani, 
the writer and others. 

Scene VIII - At a meeting in Lodi Road High School, Shri Gobindram, 
Head master, Shri K.S. Sainani, Lachman Khubchandani, Shri Karamchandani 
Shri Gursahani, this writer and others decided to set up Sindhi Sahitya Mandal, 
the main objective was to solve the problem of text books in Devnagri for 
schools, which was solved by correspondence and co-operation with Ajmer 
and Bombay. 

Scene IX - In a special meeting it was resolved to alter the name of Sindhi 
Sahitya Mandal and to expand its activities. The name was changed to Sindhu 
Samaj and the aim was the Recognition of the Sindhi Language. The present 
writer remained its President and Shri Sainani its Secretary with the addition of 
Lachman Khubchandani as joint Secretary. The 15 members of the Sindhu 
Samaj merging continued as its members. The Sindhu Samaj began calling 
meetings of Sindhis in different colonies - Lodhi Road, Lajpat Nagar, Rajendra 
Nagar, Sabzi Mandi, Fatehpuri, to celebrate anniversaries of great Sindhi Saints 
- Sadhu Vaswani's Birthday was celebrated in Rajendra Nagar; Shah's 
anniversary was celebrated in Lodi Road. Wherever there were Panchayats or 
Sahitya Sabhas, their ¢ »-operation was sought. This way Sindhu Samaj became 
a popular and powei ul organisation, for it became and was accepted as the 
Instrument for the Recognition of Sindhi Language. It seems Providence had 
planned this for the \indhu Samaj : When God wills, things happen. So it 
happened with the Sindhu Samaj. The fine idea came to them to instal Shah 
Abdul Latif’s portrait in the Hindi Bhawan in Connaught Place. 

Scene X - It was an unforgetable happening - a historic event. I still remember 
the moving words of Dr. Choithram which, tearfully uttered, in the presence of 
Shri Krishnamurthy Rao, Deputy Speaker of the Rajya Sabha, who had been 
invited for the special occasion of the unveiling of the Photo of Shah Latif in 
the Hindi Bhavan. Dr. Choithram said : 'The Sindhi Community is the one special 
Community whose lofty sufistic culture's positive proof is visible even to-day, 
for you can see even though, we the Sindhi people, have been exiled from our 
homeland Sind, we are proud to place the portrait of the Poet Shah Abdul Latif, 
in the Hindi Bhavan, with due honour and ceremony, though he was a Moslem, 
because he was a messenger of Harmony and an opponent of animosity, enmity 
and ill will. He was for Unity, not Division, for Fraternity, not for factional 
Fight. Ramembering his Matra Bhoomi Sind, tears trickled down from Dr. 
Choithram and for a few minutes, he became silent, not able to speak. Hindi 
Bhawan was orowded with people and very few eyes were without tears there. 
As Shri Benarasidas Chaturvedi, writer and Member of Parliament said in his 
speech at that time : I have never seen such a large crowd in the Hindi Bhavan 

before. I assure you, I shall support whole heartedly the cause of Recognition 
of Sindhi and also seek to mobilise other members of Parliament in the support 
of this good cause. Shri Krishnamurthy Rao, Deputy Speaker of Rajya Sabha 
also expressed his hearty support for the Recognition of Sindhi, thus encouraging 


the Sindhu Samaj. 
And when the report of this function appeared in many papers, the movement 
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for the Recognition of Sindhi got a new inpetus and gained great momentum 
and strength. It was at this function, that as the President of the Sindhu Samaj, 
the idea came to my mind that at such functions in the future, instead of 
garlanding the invited Dignitaries, we honour them in a new way, by presenting 
the garlands to them and inviting them to garland therewith the photo of the 
great Sindhi poet, which practice we then followed in such functions of the 
Sindhu Samaj. 

Scene XI - In Delhi in Eastern Courts there was a meeting of the preparatory 
committee of the First Asian Writers Conference under the presidentship of 
Kakasakeb Kalelkar. From Bombay had come for the meeting Shri Jagat Advani, 
Editor of the Sindhi Periodical ‘Kahani’. From Delhi, the writer joined the meeting 
and on his pleading in his speech for equal right of representation to Sindhi too, 
this was agreed and the report of the proceedings of this Committe duly recorded 
the Recognition of Sindhi on equal terms with other languages. As a result of 
this, at the time of the First Asian Writers Conference, the writer was selected 
member of the Indian steering Committee, representing Sindhi, like other Indian 
Languages, along with Prof. Humayan Kabir, who was also a member of the 
Committee. 

Scene XII - Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru's Private Secretary Shri Kaul's Room 
Deputation for Recognition of Sindhi, consisting of Prof. M.P. Lakhani, K.R. 
Malkani; the writer, Shri Karamchandani, Prof Kaka, Kumari Manuskhani. Shri 
Kaul, after hearing, was sympathetic to the Recognition of Sindhi. 

Scene XIII Secretary Sahitya Akademy, Shri Krishna Kripalani's Room. 
Prof. M.P. Lakhani, Dr. Harumal Sadarangani and the writer Prof. K.N. Vaswani 
as President of the Sindhu Samaj met him to request that in the exhibition of 
books of Indian Languages, being organised on the occasion of the First Asian 
Writers' Conference, books in Sindhi language may also be permitted to be 
exhibited. This was agreed to, and consequently Sindhi books were also 
displayed in the exhibition. From Bombay Prof. L.H. Ajwani and Prof. M.U 
Malkani and from Ajmer, the Sindhis there, co-operated in this good work. 

Scene XIV - The First Asian Writers Conference was being held in Vigyan 
Bhavan in Delhi. Like other Indian Languages were present representatives 
and delegates for the Sindhi language. While those of other languages due to 
differences, were taking time to select their leader for their language group, 
Sindhis had the credit quickly and unanimously to select Prof. M.U. Malkani as 
their leader and he was the first to take his seat on the dais among cheers, and 
when some raised the question as to why, Sindhi though not yet in the 
Constitution had been accorded equal representation as other languages, Prof. 
Humayun Kabir, who had been elected President of the Asian Writers 
Conference replied : Sindhi is assumed to be accepted as the 15th language in 
the Indian Constitution. 

Scene XV - At Rashtrapati Bhavan Reception for Delegates of the Asian 
Writers Conference, Sindhi Delegates were also present and when Shri Mulak 
Raj Anand took Prof. M.U. Malkani Shri Ram Punjwani and the writer to the 
President Dr. Rajendra Prasad, to sit with him for a while, we used the occasion 
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to inform him that many Sindhi Delegates had come from many parts for this 
conference and Sindhi had a rich Literature. 

As I was recollecting and writnessing these scenes on the screen of my 
imagination, | saw that she was singing, It was Sapru House, where she was 
singing, I saw sitting there : Shri Jairamdas Doulatram, Dr. Choithram Gidwani, 
Prof. N.R. Malkani, Shrimati Sucheta Kripalani, leading Sindhi figures in the 
Political field. Shining stars in the Sindhi Literature firmament I also saw there, 
Prof. M.U. Malkani, Poet Parsram 'Zia', Arjan 'Shad', whose life-partner, Shrimati 
Mohini was the one who was singing the inspiring lines of his new patriotic 
poem and thereby stirring hundreds of Sindhi hearts. 

There also sat our beautifully blossoming Sindhi Sister writers, Sundri 
Uttamchandani and Kala Prakash with their life-partners Uttam and Moti Prakash 
who had come all the way from Bombay, so that their presence in large numbers 
as Sindhi Delegates at the Asian Writers Conference may create a good 
impression for Sindhi as an equal partner like other Indian languages and 
strengthen the case for its recognition. Present was also the popular singer and 
wielder of the power of Sindhi songs for awakening and unifying Sindhis, Prof. 
Ram Punjwani, with his talented team of artists who could move the audience 
to tears or laughter as they chose, and also Shri Jethanand Nagrani, Champion 
Comedian, unrivalled in his skill in presenting his hilarious, popular comedies. 
Also present were veteran devotees of Sindhi Literature Shri Manoharlal 
Kauromal and Bulchand Rajpal and our God gifted poet Narayan Shyam, and 
selfless servant of the Sindhi people Shri Pessumal, Chandwani. Also I saw 
there Shri Sainani, Lachman Khubchandani, Hashu Kewalramani, Dr. Haru 
Sadarangani, Prof. M.P. Lakhani, Gobind Mansukhani, Kewal Malkani, Prof. 
Kaka and Shri Charandas Gursahani. The first two were secretaries of the Sindhu 
Samaj and others were the active organisers, whose tireless efforts were 
responsible for strengthening of the movement for Recognition of Sindhi and 
the speedy progress in this direction. 

As President of the Sindhu Samaj, humbly bowing to Swami 
Ranganathanand, I requested him to bless the movement for Recognition of 
Sindhi, with the force and power of his life of Tapas, so that even as he had 
served and won the gratitude of the Sindhi people by his great service in Karachi 
(Sind), he may also win gratitude of the Sindhi people here in the Rajdhani 
Delhi too, for what greater service can there be of the Sindhi people than 
Recognition of Sindhi, their mother - tongue. And Swami Ranganathananda 
did bless us and due to his blessings, with the power of his life of Tapas the 
power also of the sincere prayers and efforts of the Sindhi people, the labours 
also of the Sindhu Samaj Delhi, after just one year, in December 1957, in Delhi 
was called, the All India Sindhi Samelan, where was passed unanimously, the 
resolution demanding that along with the other languages in the Indian 
Constitution, Sindhi Language be included as the 1 5th Language. ; 

This Samelan, called by the Sindhu Samaj, Delhi, was truly an All India 
Sindhi Samelan. for Sindhis had come from all corners of the Country-Shri 
Hundraj Dukhayal from Gandhidham and also Bhai Pratap, and from Bombay 
Prof. Ghanshyam, Prof. Ajwani, Nagrani, Ram Panjwani, from Ajmer, Tirath 
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Vasant and others, and from Rajasham, Nagpur, Agra, Jubbalpur, actually 
Sindhis had come from very many places-among them were the celebrated 
Sindhi Hassanand Jadugar, magician and the popular comedian film star 'Bhudo 
Advani. 

As I was witnessing the fine role that sister Shanti Ramchandani was playing 
as Noori, 'Nimani', the famous heroine of the Sindhi Folk-tale, I felt that, we 
Sindhis too, like Noori, are destined to win our Demand for Recognition of 
Sindhi Language, in her gentle manner of Devotion and firm Resolution, and 
not through unruly agitation and violent or diorderly Demonstration; because 
our demand is reasonable, legitimate, rooted on fundamental, accepted, 
universally acknowledged human Rights, and as Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru, in 
his capacity as President of the National Sahitya Akademi, has in its meeting, 
already recognised Sindhi like other languages, in the literary field, for all the 
activities, there is every hope that he will have no hesitation in taking this final 
step in recognising Sindhi, including it as the 15th Language in the Indian 
Constitution, thus not keeping Sindhis deprived of their fundamental Human 
Rights. 

It is true the demand for Recognition of Sindhi has not been very forceful so 
far, but now that it is becoming more and more forceful, insistent and firm, then 
there is little doubt that this reasonable, legitimate, fundamental demand for the 
recognition of Sindhi will be met and Sindhi will take its place along with other 
languages in the Constitution of India and along with them, contribute its share 
to enrich the National Language. 

As I was dwelling on this thought, there danced before my eyes, the vivid 
picture of a meeting in Malviya Nagar. It was Flag-hoisting function on 1 Sth 
August 1957. Programme of National Songs and other Competitions for children, 
girls and boys had been completed. Organisers of the Sindhi Shewak Sabha, 
had invited me to distribute the Prizes as I had been the first President of the 
Sindhi Shewak Sabha. As prizes were distributed a young girl Champa who 
had won many prizes raised the slogan Sindhi Boli! All the Children called out 
loudly : 'Amar Rahe ! 'Sindhi Language ! Long Live Sindhi Language ! 
Ever live Sindhi Language !" 

For Language is the Voice, the life-breath of the people, as literature is the 
mirror of the minds, the life of the people, is the expression of the soul of the 
people, its lofty flight, its wonderful vision and its beauty. 

It we, Sindhis, will not forsake, but cherish our treasure and Heritage of 
Sindhi language and Literature, then we, Sindhi people will certainly survive, 
grow and progress. And we will enrich with the Beauty and Blessing of our 
Culture, the wonderful culture of Bharat. 

Courtesy : 'Sindhu' November, 1957. 
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SONGS AND POEMS 
A SINDHI'S DAILY PRAYER 
O Lord! I have surrendered myself totally to Thee! 
Thou art kind and compassionate, merciful and magnanimous! 
Everything is in your hands. 
Thou art All-powerful, Omnipotent, Omniscient. 
Grant me Faith, Strength and Wisdom! 
Thy Will be done! 
What you choose for me is always better than what I choose for myself. 
Whatever you do, is for my good. 
You alone are my ever-watchful Gaurdian Angel. 
Grant me this boon that I accept all that comes as your Blessing. 
Let me seek nothing but only Thee, and Thee alone. 
Bless me to annihilate my ego completely, 
And merge in Thee and sing of Thee and Thee alone. 
A SINDHI SONG: GANDHI JAYANTI* 
Today, throughout the length and breadth of Bharat, 
rings your name, O Gandhi! 
You rule the hearts and minds of millions, 
—what matters then, if you suffered imprisonment and martyrdom? 
In every country of the world, today, they celebrate your Birthday! 
And everywhere, they recall and reiterate to every one, 
The message of your life, O Mohan! 
Unfurling the Flag of Truth—You renewed our Faith 
in our Ancient Bharatiya values and ideals! 
Turning us into pilgrims on the path of Love and Non-violence, 
You demonstrated the failure and futility of the creed of violence! 
To a World, sadly and badly burning in the fire of hatred and violence, 
You pointed the Path of Peace and Toleration! 
-What a beautiful Bharatiya contribution! 
You called to everyone to feel one with the masses and the millions! 
-each one to give a bit of his thought, to the problems, the needs of the hungry, 
the naked, the dispossessed, the orphans, who are nevertheless our kith and kin. 
Champion of the Untouchables, 
You became the supporter and saviour of all who were depressed and needed aid! 
Unquestioned Leader of Unhappy Bharat, 
you became the front rank fighter for a Free Bharat! 
The Message of Non-violence and Love, the Message of Khadi, 
you delivered from hut to hut and home to home. 
You awakened slumbering Bharat and turned into intrepid, 
fearless fighters, all Bharatvasis. 
We all bow down to you today, O Bapu, O Gandhi! 
For, you taught us, in Bharat and the whole World, 
the Great Truth of Satyagraha : 
that those whose hearts and minds freely accept Truth, 
are free, stronger than all prison walls! 
are free and fearless, in spite of a prison's iron bars! À 
Salutations to you, today, and every day, O Bapu! O Gandhi! 
Courtesy 'Gandhi Sangeet’ October 1943 
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RAVINDRANATH THAKUR 
Thakur! Have you passed on to your own home? 
Ravindra! Have you, too, gone the way all men must go? 
No, Gurudev, you are not gone; For ever you shall stay! 
The sun seems to set in the West; But does he, in truth cease to be? 


The fragrance of your fruitful life—how versatile— 
will for ever fill this grateful world! 
The bright light of your ideals,will long illumine the dark corners of our earth! 
In your soul-uplifitng poems, in your heart-awakening songs, 
In your moving stories, long or short, in your plays with layers of meaning 
You live on,a fixed radiant star, in our firmament. 
In the serene atmosphere of Shantiniketan, in the love-filled world of Vishwa 
Bharati, 
From seeds sown and watered with faith in Sriniketan, 
Fragrant flowers of one-world feeling will blossom, 
Rich, ripe fruits will grow, and spread over all the world 
Your human care, your glory. 
Gurudev! what is it that you do not teach us? 
Versatile! you reveal and adorn every facet of life! 
Poet of Man! you shine like Dhruva in the sky! 
Master Musician! singer of songs, that kindled our faith 
in our Dance and Drama! 
And Painter of undisputed greatness! 
Salutations to the sacred soil of Bengal, which gave birth to such a great son! 
Proud is Bharat Mata of this mighty poet of Man,who loved the whole universe 
Who taught oneness to mankind; yet who forgot not his Motherland, 
who interpreted and enriched her ancient culture 
and presented it afresh to the wondering World! 
UNTO ACHARYA VINOBA BHAVE 

The Mysterious Mendicant! 
The mendicant came into town 
—the town which was famous for its riches. 
but alas! also for its miserliness. 
Did the mendicant come to beg? 
—Nay, he came to cure the miserliness, 
The mendicant went from door to door : 
He sang and smiled at every place; 
His blessings poured,—flowed fast and free;—he asked for naught, 
Singing, he went from home to home. 
Some gave him a little; he took it as a treasure, 
He thanked them with a smile, sweet beyond measure; 
Some gave him nothing; Some vile abuse; 
But even this gift, he would not refuse. 
He sang at their door, sing long, sang more : 
Gentle, then stern, then sad, then sweet; 
He sang till the miserliness in their hearts, would retreat. 
Love's seed, sprinkled over, with the tears in his eyes. 
What a happy harvest, then it bore! 
Courtesy: Author's Book 'Glimpses of the Great’. 1971 
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UNTO EKNATHJI : 
The Sculptor! 
He is no angel but he is more of an angel 
than you know, than you think; 
He seems to you harsh, not only harsh but hard; 
A great Task-master-which only God has the right to be. 
Not he, for he is merely a man; He may crush and kill, 
instead of complete and build. 
You whisper: he thinks of himself as a sculptor, 
Who chisels fine statues out of hard stone, granite, metal, marble, 
and he cuts it cruelly, sometimes with heavy hammer-strokes, 
that break instead of make. 
Some Say : God creates man in His image 
And man creates God in his image 
The human sculptor creates gods and goddesses 
for our worship in the temples. 
Is this true? 'No', you object, "he creates only idols; 
It is we, who create our own God 
in the temple of our own heart. 
Who is he, to make or break us? there is but one Sculptor 
And he is in Heaven!" 
But do you not forget : Each one is a sculptor to make or break 
oneself and even others, near and dear to him. 
So is your Mother, Father, Sister, Brother, Also your friend, 
teacher, co-worker and if you remember, your Guru, your guide. 
Each one of us is making oneself and also others 
Sometimes cruelly, sometimes kindly, 
Sometimes crudely, rudely, sometimes tenderly, 
Lovingly. skilfully, artistically, 
Sometimes softly, sympathetically, sweetly, 
Sometimes swiftly with the surgeon's speed and skill, 
and painfully, though sorrowfully. 
Pain is a part of the process of Purification 
Sorrow an essential ingredient of Transformation 
as in the Surgeon's seemingly cruel cutting 
in the course of an operation, 
in the interest of our Health and Happiness, 
our growth and evolution, 
to a higher plane of being, our Well-being, 
to a higher plane of being and becoming. 
There is no Flower without a Thorn, No Pleasure without Pain 
No Joy without Sorrow, No Growth without Strife 
No Achievement without Struggle. 
We are born in pain, grow through painful struggle, and die through pain, 
to pass into the Peace Beyond. 
This is Life's Law for man-making, inescapable. Eternal. 
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VIVEKANANDAPURAM BEACH 
Blessed by Vivekananda is this Vivekanandapuram 
Built bit by bit but beautifully by Eknathji's long long Tapas 
Heart-quarters, not Head-quarters of Vivekananda Kendra 
Where we witness the wonder of Mini India every morn, 
As the Sun rises in its illuminating splendour 
Dawn blushing like a winning, smiling Bride, 
Peeping out of its veil of wonderful blue sea, 
emerging slowly, bashfully, yet colourfully, gracefully, 
O how happily, greeted by the clapping hands of men 
the folded, worshipful hands of women, 
and cheering hands and wistful eyes of children! 
the vast multitudes that gather in their glee 
at the beautiful Vivekanandapuram Beach 
in their multi-coloured garments, speaking all languages of India, 
in their mellifluous melody and music! 
What a vision of Unity in Diversity! 
A rich harmony, a fine symphony of so many sweet sounds! 
One in their inspiration, aspiration and Joy illimitable! 
Here flashes a treasure - chest 
of multi-tinted, thousand-shaped smooth, shining shells 
in all sizes, small, large, tiny, giant, 
generously gifted by the oncoming ocean waves, 
to the open arms of women welcoming into their baskets 
the untold wealth of the sea in shimmering sea-shells, 
They part them, and sort them, artfully assort and arrange them, 
Weaving wonderful malas and glorious garlands out of them 
which are a beauty to behold, a treasure to cherish. 
Some seem fit for garlanding the neck of the goddess, 
some will garland sweet little girls, 
who press their parents to purchase them; 
And love to hear their tinkling musical sound 
And to run and dance, in tune with their tinkling. 
These rosaries will traverse by Bus and Train 
to all corners of the country from Kanyakumari 
enriched with the joy of having seen the sunrise from the 
Vivekanandapuram Beach 
enhanced by the blessing of having seen the Rock Memorial 
with its saffron flag fluttering in the breeze 
singing the song of Unity in Diversity! 
the Key-note of Indian Culture. 
Men, Women, Children have wet their feet with sacred water, 


They are happy with the thought that these waters are specially blessed, 


for three seas meet here to wash the feet of Bharat Mata. 
They are uplifted as they do Surya Namaskar 

They feel one in their joy, their inspiration, their aspiration, 
and their achievement in havingdone the pilgrimage to the 
land's end of the sacred Motheriand. 
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At The Feet of Bharat Mata ! Mother!* 


Mother ! as I do think of thy Glory past - it hath decayed fast; 

Pride paired with Pain, doth move my mind-Emotion of a wondrous kind. 
Alas ! We remember not, our sages of Yore - We did so before; 

Fallen are we and weak and chained - our minds maimed. 

Mother ! as I do think of thy present plight-Dark as Night 

Men unfed, women wan, children unclothed. Thou dost hold; 

Strength born of Grief, doth fill my Being-Unhappy Being: 

Wakened, I know what thou dost need, service as a creed. 

Mother I vow no more shall one pine, on bosom thine: 

Unhappy, ignorant, dumb thy millions be- These ills shall flee! 

Come, the Day shall come, when thou like a Star-As in the days gone far— 
Shalt guide the World and soothe her pain-With thy Spiritual strain. 
Mother ! Mother mine, so dear and so sweet, - My Life at thy feet ! 
Bright, beauteous and fair, thy Future doth seem to me in my dream; 
Serve, Sacrifice, be Simple-these three-The World shall set free; 

Mother ! O Mother ! My Mother ! My All! Rise from Your Fall! 


*This poem mirrors Swami Vivekananda's pride in the past glory. pain and anguish at the present 
plight, and hope and shining faith in the Future of the Motherland, as the guide and guru of 
Humanity with the Message of spirituality, simplicity and Service. 

The poem came to be composed, originally under the inspiration of Sadhu Vaswani and Mahatma 
Gandhi during the days of the Salt Satyagraha Movement and Dandi March, while singing na- 
tional songs in Prabhat Pheris early morning processions-and was first published in the D.J. Sind 
College Magazine, Karachi, in 1932, as the very first poem from a young man's heart inspired by 


patriotic Zeal and a spiritual impulse. 

A CALL TO KARMA YOGA : INTO LIFE'S STRIFE! 
Give up this Dreaming, and building of castles in the air, my Heart ! 
Give up this Musing, and reflecting on the Problems of Being, my Mind! 
And let us go into the midst of Life's rush and roar, 
Let us face its fever and fury, and let us plunge into the thick of the Fight, 
where dreams are shattered and theories are scattered. 
For there, midst storm and stress, where Life's Strife rages keen and strong, 
For there, in that hustle and bustle, where Life's Fight is fierce and long, 
the lies, in which we have clothed Life, are torn asunder; 
and Life reveals itself, in its true colours 
— its great Glory and its greater Gloom, 
its fine Beauty and its terrible doom. 
O my Dreaming heart! O my Soaring Mind! 
Let us not mistake 
our Sweet Visions and Beautiful Ideals for the world's Realities! 
For, Remember! there yawns between the two - a vast, wide Gulf. 
Let us do out little bit, to bridge this great Gulf; 
And let the Bridge, be as Beautiful, as the Seven-coloured Rainbow, 
which joins the Lowly Earth to the Lofty Skies. 
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A Sindhi Song: LOVE 
The call of love comes, for love permeates the universe: 
The fountain of love flows, here, there, ever and everywhere! 
Love is a bird, that flies in the garden of this world, 
and soars also in the sky of this earth; 
Both below and above, Love is everywhere! 
But for love, how would this world go on? 
Who would bring up the children? 
But for parents' care, would soon die the children: 
The world would be a battle-field, and at war would be all men. 
Love's power is limitless, Love has no equal in the universe; 
Love ever remains supreme over the earth and the heavens: 
For love is the Eternal law, celebrated in song by the world's poets, 
O dear one, Let us drink in our lives, this cup of love, 
Let us sacrifice our all, and soar above. 
Courtesy: Kalakarji Duniya ' Sindhi Book by Prof. K.N. Vaswani. Translated 
by him for 'Lajpat Bhawan Journal’, Delhi. 

A Sindhi Poem: BEAUTY ! 

Beautiful is this Universe! Indeed beautiful and good is this our earth ! 
Beautiful is this world and colourful, 
A place of pilgrimage, indeed a temple of beauty ! 
Lofty are the mountains, the hills how beautiful ! 
Countless are caves, the valleys are wonderful ; 
Numerous springs and lakes every where. 
Ever-flowing rivers and never-ending seas, 
Gardens and lovely lawns, greenery all round, 
Greet us as we gaze beyond ! 
Flowers and plants and fruits, what a view ! 
Roses, Daisies, Daffodils, Jasmine of every hue! 
Flitting from flower to flower, sweet are the sounds we hear, 
The beauty of the butterflies frisking, the drone of the honey-bee all over. 
Loaded are trees with sour-sweet fruits, 
Delightful to taste, of rich variety; 
Dance in the breeze, apples, oranges, pears, pomegranates, peaches; 
Sing sweet, beautiful birds, swinging from branch to branch. 
In the spangled heavens, play hide and seek, 
Light and darkness, clouds and lightening, 
The blushing dawn, the multi-coloured rainbow, 
The bright sun, the twinkling stars. 
How wonderful are the scenes and sights ! 
How they fill the heart with peace and delight ! 
Exquisitely beautiful, inspiring and elevating, refreshing and peace-giving, 
Have I found this beautiful earth, 
This wonderful world of beauty and plenty ! 
Dumb with amazement, Struck with love and thanksgiving, 
Do I bow down my head to the Lord, 
The Giver of Beauty and Love, of Joy and Charity, 
Who makes the world wonderful and beautiful, 
And the heart glad and grateful. 
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"Bharat Shall be Free! Bharat shall be Prosperous!" 

A Sindhi Song by Author, Courtesy: 'Bharat Vandana’ January 1944 
This sweet strain of music I hear : 
"Bharat shall be Free! Bharat shall be Prosperous!" 
The waves of the Sindhu are singing : 
With this sweet strain of music, they are ringing: 
"Bharat shall be Free! Bharat shall be Prosperous!" 
The waters of the Jamuna and the Ganges, 
the waves of the Brahmaputra too are singing: 
"Bharat shall be Free! Bharat shall be Prosperous!" 
Godavari, Krishna, also the waters of the Cauveri are whispering: 
The Himalayan breezes sing, the Vindhyachal caves echo the sweet strain of music : 
"Bharat shall be Free! Bharat shall be Prosperous!" 
The Cradle of Ancient Culture, the harbinger of the Coming Age 
"Bharat shall be Free! Bharat shall be Prosperous!" 
Where Rama Krishna were bom,Buddha, Vardhman taught; Gandhi's Matra Bhoomi, 
"Bharat shall be Free! Bharat shall be Prosperous!" 
A New Age is dawning! A Free Bharat is Marching! 
"Bharat shall be free! Bharat shall be Prosperous!" 
Gird up your loins all ye! Tear asunder your bonds of povery! 
And prove to all posterity "Bharat shall be Free! Bharat shall be Prosperous! 

IMMORTAL TRINITY: LOVE! BEAUTY! TRUTH! 
"Love said to Beauty: "O Beauty! Thou wilt fade away!" 
Beauty smiled and replied: 
"O Love! Thou livest on me. If I fade away, Surely, Thou wilt Die!" 
Truth who stood listening by, remarked: 
"Doth Beauty ever fade? Doth Love ever Die? 
Beauty fades to bloom again! Love dies to be born afresh! 
And I, Truth, am darkened for a while, by the World's lies, 
To shine forth once more, in greater splendour, and with a purer Light. 
SATYAM EVA JAYATE! SATYAM, SHIVAM, SUNDARAM! 
TO MY LOVE! 

Beautiful One! | did not know Life was so rich and full of joy, until I saw you; 
It was all so dull and barren and empty; It was dark and dismal. 
Beautiful One! 'Tis you, made it full and bright and lovely. 
Touched by the magic of thy Beauty, the dross of my Life was transformed into gold. 
Beautiful One! how may I thank thee? 
Musical One! | knew not the World was so full of Song. 
I knew not Life's wonderful Harmony. It was all so weary and dreary; 
It was so jarring and out of tune. But you came with thy Music, Musical One! 
And softly the chords of my heart did touch; and filled my Life with thy 
melodious Song. 
Thy Music lingers sweet and long! Musical One! how may I thank thee? 
Sweetest One! The Sun shines bright; The Birds are merry; The Flowers dance, 
Life is a lovesome thing! It was not always so; It was bitter, tearful! sad and painful! 
Sweetest One! The light that shines is yours; the joy comes from thee! 
'Tis you that hath lent lustre to my Life, and put to flight Pain and Tears; 
Life is sweet through thee! Sweetest One! how may I thank thee? 
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Love's Dream ! 
She came into the room 
Like a breath of fragrant fresh cool morning breeze 
like the bright morning sunlight 
with the coming of which, everything in the room, 
begins to shine and look alive; 
Eyes shining with understanding, face sparkling with affection 
her lips were wreathed in a smile. 
She radiated innocence, love of life, 
reminding me of the beauty and wonder of life 
that I had felt so full in my younger years, now gone far away. 
Looking at her, I seemed to see the rising sun in the morn 
ushering in a beautiful dawn, 
And her presence made me feel a new dawn in my heart 
even as it had illumined the room and made it feel bright. 
She went away, but not the tide of affection in my heart. 
The sense of wonder and joy she had radiated, remained. 
Life seemed sweeter, the World had put on colour, 
Peace was in my heart! 
Yes, and the memory of her ringing laughter 
and the music of her devotional song. 
She came into the room, like the memory of a forgotten tune, 
like the fragrance of a remembered rose 
like one that comes and goes 
but does not go away, 
that is forgotton but remains, 
that seems to fade, but keeps fresh, 
that seems to die, but ever is. 
For the Truth of Love is deathless. 
Who was she? 
The dreaming heart wondered The waking mind asked. 
Was there a reply ? 
Yes : a lone soft whisper : 
— The dream of a lonely heart. 
The fancy of an imaginative mind, 
The spirit of Love in Life ! 

O WOMAN! 

O Woman! Better half of mankind! They lie who say you are weak, you are frail; 
You are gentle but strong, sweet but powerful, 
Tender yet how full of inflexible purpose, unshaking devotion! 
O Woman! You are the ruler of mankind! And what a Ruler! 
Ruler, that governs the world, not by force or with sword, or through violence 
But by love, with sweetness and through persuasion. 
O Woman! Man's comforting Angel, Man's inspiring Goddess! 
O Woman! Loving Mother, Affectionate Sister, Sweet Wife and Dear Daughter! 
O Woman! Sweet as a Song, Beautiful as the Dawn, Dreamy as the Night! 
Imperfect man's completing half. 


O Woman! more things are wrought by your simple smile, than this world dreams of: 
And more worlds are conquered by your silent devotion, than by man's noisy violence. 
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SWEET SISTER SUNDRI 
l: She was a child-so fair, so sweet, 
Beloved of all, so skilled in speech; 
Full of life, she danced and played, 
Sweetly smiled and pleasant things said. 
Soon she learnt to walk with grace, 
Three years old, very intelligent none the less; 
We loved her : Oh, how tenderly ! 
I love her still, but where is she? 
II. She is not here: she is gone to rest 
In that far off land, where sleep the blest; 
Ours no more, but, in memory ever, 
Forget her~ Oh, I can never. 
There I see her beaming face, 
My heart is filled with tenderness: 
Now I hear her voice—how sweet ! 
But soon I find, my senses cheat. 
III. I feel so morose, so gloomy and sad, 
God I blame, call the Supreme Power mad; 
Days roll away and Life as I see, 
I find and think "Tis a great Mystery!" 
God is not unkind, nor Supreme Power unjust; 
There is some Plan, fulfil which, they must; 
We men cry "Injustice!" for we judge in haste, 
Those who think, say : "All is for the Best." 
IV. Often I think of her—Sundri, my Sister Dear, 
Sweet little Sundri—not here, yet to me so near. 
What a Memory! still she smiles and plays, 
The music of her speech, of her laughter, never fails; 
Still beams her pretty face with that sweet child like joy, 
Lo it shines with the lustre of a Star of the sky. 
Days will die, years wear away, but her Memory will last, 
As long as I live, as long as Love can last 
FARE-WELL! FARE-WELL! 
Fare-well! Fare-well! 
On the vast ocean of Life, Our tiny boats sailed side by side; 
For a moment we met, for a minute mixed; 
We laughed and learnt, We played and read; 
And now we smile and say: Fare-well! Fare-well! 
Fare-well! Fare-well! j 
In the strange journey of life, Our paths came together; We stopped for a while; 
We ate of the same fruit, We drank of the same brook. We exchanged our 


merchandise; 

And now. we smile and say: Fare-well! Fare-well! 
Fare-well! Fare-well! 

Life's rough road lies before you still, 

Here is a smooth path, and there a steep hill; 

March on with Spirit high! March on in Peace and Joy! 
God give you Faith and Strength! 

And be your Guide and Friend! 

And now we smile and say: Fare-well Fare-well 
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INVOCATION TO DEATH! 
Come, O Angel of Death, come, I invoke thee! 
Come, O Angel of Peace, come. I entreat thee! 
I am tired of Life's turmoil, and weary of Life's Strife; 
Stricken by Life's arrows, I fall, I bleed; 
Come, O refuge of the \/ounded in Life's War, 
Come, Sweet Death, and bless me with thy cold kiss, 
II Fare-well! Ye smiling meadows and whispering trees, 
Beautiful heavens and twinkling stars, Farewell! 
Fare-well! Ye fragrant roses dancing in the breeze, 
Murrnuring waters and ye moonlit waves Farewell! 
I loved thee all, I loved the emerald fields, 
How sweet the birds did sing—but now Fare-well! 
Ill For I have known the gloom and grief of Life; 
For I have felt the misery in men's minds; 
For the face of Truth is darkened 
by the cloud of the World's lies. 
For the light of Love is dimmed 
by the mist of man's selfishness 
For the lustre of Beauty is stained 
by the impurity of men's hearts, 
And the zest for Life is put to flight 
by the Death of noble Dreams. 
IV Come, O Herald of Peace, come. I request thee! 
Let me sleep that I may wake into a new land: 
Where Truth shines bright, where Love smiles sweet, 
Where Beauty blooms, and zest for Life grows keen; 
Come, O comfort of the bruised in Life's Battle, 
Come, Sweet Death and take me in thine cold lap. 
PLAY IS OUR BIRTH-RIGHT 
We will play, We children! "Play is our Birth right!" 
In play, in activity, in work, become Ram, Lakshman and Ghanshyam! 
In this world, full of dust and dirt, Tiny and small flowers are We! 
The world gets rest and pleasure through the sweet fragrance, yield We! 
In this world, full of darkness and gloom, tiny and little Deepaks are We! 
Forlorn and forsaken travellers, 
Glimpse the Right Path, as do our duty, We ! 
Sweet dreams are We, in the delicate eyes of Bharat Mata! 
As She rests smiling and dreaming ; 
"We will grow into brave sons and daughers of Bharat! 
We will play, We Children! 'Play is our Birth right '! 
Savitri Kumari 
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A HINDI SONG: HOW CANI COME? DEAR MY LORD! 
How can I come, in these dirty rags, to your sacred temple, 
O Dear My Lord! O Pure, All-purifying! Almighty Lord ! 
Utterly ashamed I feel in my heart, in my mind ! 
How can I come, with this sin stained self, in your sacred Presence, 
Dear My Lord! 
You sent me into this world, granting me an innocnet, pure, beautiful body, 
Coming into this world, what did I not do to sin and stain it all? 
This sinful self, stained again and again, life after life? 
How can I clean, wash white and bright, make pure and worthy of you, 
Dear my Lord! 
You gave me the gift of a gentle, sweet tongue, Dear my Lord! 
But alas, I did not sing with it, your sweet Name, Dear my Lord! 
Alas, never did I turn my eyes inward, and meditate on you my master, 
Dear my Lord, 
Now, when the strands of my mind's Veena are broken into bits, 
What song can I sing to you, my master, Dear my Lord! 
With these feet, which were your welcome gift for walking, 
Never did I visit your temple, Dear my Lord ! 
Wherever was your worship, Never did I offer my obeisance. 
O Dear ry Lord ! 
Defeated, Destitute, D .sheartened do I feel now; 
What flower-garland, ¿zan I now offer at your feet? 
O Pure, 4ll-Purifying, Almighty Lord! 
Utterly ashamed I fee) in my heart, in my mind. 
How can I come, with this sin stained self, in your sacred Presence, 
Dear my Lord! 
FAREWELL ! 
Little Sister, I think you are going, going away from me 
I think I too am going, going away from thee 
And when you come back to greet, We shall not meet; 
for I shall have gone away, ho ! Where all men go 
but return not therefrom, never no! Yet, remember Dear, even so, 
The sun rises, the sun Sets; Love dawns, Love dies, 
The flame is bright, flickers and fades: 
The sun ever rises, Love ever abides; 
Light never goes out, only we fade out. Life leaps and dances : 
Buds blossom and flowers are fragrant; 
The spring breeze blows soft and cool 
The stream runs and sings as it runs; 
And birds meet and greet and are full of music and song; 
The stars shine and children laugh and play; 
There is lightening and thunder There is the rolling sea 
and the dance of the never tiring waves; 
There is the silent eloquence of Love and the solemn stillness of Death; 
which is only a gateway to new life and love, 
and a new and brighter and braver, sweeter world, 
Therefore Sweet, sweet is this farewell ! i 
Let us greet this life which is a series of meetings and partings, 
your smiles and my tears, ; 
for my love would have me all the tears, and you all the smiles, 
T esla Cictor | Fare thee well ! This is my prayer.. 
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PAINS OF PARTITION: SORROWFUL SONGS OF SINDHI POETS 

Partition of India and Pakistan has been an unprecedented event, perhaps 
in Human History, at least in Indian History, specially for the Sindhi People who 
had to sacrifice the whole of Sind, unlike the people of Punjab and Bengal. The 
Pains of Partition have been great, their ordeals excruciating, for the Sindhi People. 
Sindhi Poets have given expression to consequent sorrows of the Sindhi People. 
their anguish and pitiable plight and problems, in their moving lines of Poetry, in 
two lines., three lines, four lines, five lines, six lines, many lines, mirroring their 
many, varying moods of Sadness, Dejection, Helplessness, or Restlessness, Revolt 
against Govt. or God. Satirical, stubborn, cynical. ironical ecceptance. which is 
overcome again and again by their longing for the land of their Birth, their 
Motherland, the sacred soil of Sind, as will be seen from the following few 
examples, in their inadequate translation in English. 

BEAUTIFUL BANKS OF THE SACRED SINDHU: 

"Forget! How can I forget the beautiful banks of the sacred Sindhu! 
Beautiful banks of the Sacred Sindhu, whom I loved with my heart and soul! 
The land whose very soil was made sacred by its literature. 

The Hymns and Songs of SACHAL, SAMI AND SHAH 
Forget! How can I forget beautiful banks of the Sacred Sindhu!" 

Five lines by Mirchumal 'Soni' the name is Mirchumal, but what a sweet 
Tribute by 'Soni', yes golden lines he has given and gifted, as quoted on P.98 by 
Shri Lilaram Ruchandani in his scholarly work ‘History of Sindhi Literature in the 
Post Freedom Period’, in Sindhi, published by Gujarat Sindhi Sahitya Academy, 
Gandhinagar, who deserve congratulations and thanks for their Publication, as 
does the painstaking writer, who has done a fine job of his difficult assignment. 

And here is our popular poet KRISHNA RAHI expressing the hearts of 
the Sindhi People in such simple 3 lines: 

SACRED SINDHU! 
"Those who lost their motherland are indeed Restless today: 
How can any one forget one's own village, hearth and home? 
There are many Rivers here, but their hearts still reemember their sacred 
Sindhu", 
ARJAN 'HASID' Another wellknown poet, shedding tears, sings: 
"Away from our Motherland are we, 
yet everyday we remember our Motherland! 
Recalling our past memories of it, 
We pine for it and shed tears for it". 
SHRI M. KAMAL laments: 
OUR EXISTENCE ENDED 
"In sorrow of separation from our Motherland 
We have melted into a mere Nothing 
By God and our own lives, we swear 
Our Existence has come to an End". 
Arjan 'SHAD' among the leading poets, sings in anguish: 
IS REVOLT TREASON? 

"Revolt against our own elected Govt. is Treason! 

But in anguish of Starvation every day and night, 

What else can you do?" 
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And Shri Prabhu 'WAFA' among the old Senior Sindhi Poets, wonders why this 
happened to the peaceful Sindhi People, who always prayed for welfare of everyone in 
the World. 

"I prayed for welfare of Friends and Foes 

My mind is tuned ever to pray for the welfare of all in the World". 

From Shri Hemraj Nagwani, not a regular poet, but a distinguished figure in the field of 
Drama, brother of Narayan Shyam, our Premier Poet, have come out, as a cry from a 
poet's heart, the following moving lines: 

WHERE TO GO? 

"Where, O where shall we go, and build our Home? 

We, who have become Homeless, in our own Dear Homeland". 

And what sorrow is not there in just two lines of our poet, Sugan Ahuja: 
MEMORIAL OF UNMERITED MISFORTUNE 

"O Lord God, I have become a unique Memorial 

of cruel, unmerited Misfortune in Modem Times! 

for, everyone, keeping his hand on his heartt, 

is referring to me as the exceedingly Unfortunate one". 

Goverdhan ‘Bharati, among the most popular poets, mourning what is happening to 
Sindhis, in great regret and pain, not in fun, prays to Heaven: 
WAH RE MUMBAI! 

"The husband has been won over by Whisky 

The Wife won over by Races and the game Rummy! Wah Re Mumbai"! 

Dear God ! May some sense dawn on the Sindhis! Wah Re Mumbai!" 
NARAYAN SHYAM, acknowledged as the top most Sindhi poet, exiled from his 
Homeland, expresses himself with great restraint, in deep distress, thus: 

LONELY IN CROWDED DELHI! 

"Delhi, how large and crowded is Delhi! 

But then, O Shyam, how lonely feels the heart! 

The Silvery moonlight is darkened by the Mill's smoke". 

And again thus: 
"Life is no joke, but a satire! O Shyam! 
I thought so once, but now I know it". 
Shri M.G. Gurnani expresses the Irony in the Unhappy situation: 
PROGRESS!! PEACE!! 
"This is their conceprt of Progress! when millions are still anxiously searching for food. 
They talk of World Peace! when every house is a battle-field.” 
Shri Tulsi Anandani in sadness inquires: 
"Has God too grown helpless 
That He does not hear the sobs 
Does not wipe the tears 


of the hopeless and the helpless”. . 
Shri Hari 'DILGIR', among the reputed Sindhi Poets, knowing of the sufferings of the 


Sindhi People in exile, identifying with their woes, expresses his pain in a panjkara (5 
lines) in a philosophical vein: 
WE, SINDHIS 
"We just smile and smile! 
Others the Worldly wise malign us 
Let them please themselves, my Dear! 
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We don't complain and grudge them their pleasure 

We just smile and smile!" 
And Dr Harumal Sadarangani 'Khadim' from among the Senior Sindhi Poets in his 
CHAUSITA (4 lines) has sung philosophically: 

WHO IS SINGING THE SONG OF CREATION: 

"Who is playing on this strange instrument? 

What wonderful music is emerging from its every bit of string! 

Why every string is singing the same marvellious message? 

What is the secret of the creation of this wonderful World!" 
In the History of Sindhi Literature (Post - Independence 1947-1978) published 
in 1984, Popati Hiranandani has presented a moving picture of the Pains of 
Partition suffered by Sindhis both in Sind and Hind-Sindhi Moslems who became 
Refugees in their own motherland, their Homeland, as the migrating Moslems 
from India invaded, overpowered and oppressed them, almost making them 
into a minority, so that their own Identity was in danger. They had to launch 
'Jeeye Sind' and ‘Jai 'Sindhi' movements, among whose leaders was G.M. 
Syed, who was jailed for 29 years for his patriotism, like Khan Abdul Gaffar 
Khan, the Frontier Gandhi, and like Nelson Mandela of South Africa. Sindhi 
Hindus had to migrate to India as Refugees from Sind, suffer the pains of 
Partition, and fight the fight bravely, first for their life and livelihood, and also 
for their recognition and acceptance of their identity, as a distinct element of 
the Indian Nation, and for the recognition of their language, Sindhi, as the 
fifteenth language in the Indian Constitution. 
She has quoted poets who have become the voice of of Sindhi people, victims 
of Partition, thus : 
"Marus are banished from their Malir" in his poem by Indur Bhojwani, and 
"The palace of my Dreams has crumbled down" in the poem by Narayan Shyam. 
or again in another of his poems 

Lamps in a Ruined Temple 

"Once, when an image of Sind flitted across my mind 

Such emotions arose within me 

As in a Ruined Temple, Lamps have been lit, 

After a passage of years". 
What pain and anguish are not filled in these few lines, or in the following 
lines of the well known Sindhi Singer Master Chandur. 

"Alas ! the Birds are migrating ! 

leaving behind the abode of their ancestors. 

The birds are migrating with their melancholy hearts 

Alas! the birds are migrating!" 
And voicing the suffering of the Sindhi people in the Refugee Camps Parsram 
Zia wrote : 

"Cursed be our leaders, who have thrown us in the camps. 

Where | get rice, mixed with stones" 
And Sugun Ahuja wrote : 

"They are giving me wheat at inflated prices 

Such grain, we did not offer even to dogs in our land" 
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Ishwar 'Anchal' wrote in deep regret : 
“"How can I say : My country has attained Freedom! 
When my agonising wounds are still fresh!" 
And the Saint - Poet Sadhu Vaswani sang : 
The Waves of the Sindhu! The Beloved People of my Sind! 
I look towards my land of birth! 
I feel miserable while I am away from it! 
I remember the trees, the dark blue clouds 
The waves of Sindhu! 
How can I forget the bylanes of the villages of my Native Land? 
The people who were so poor and yet so innocent! 
The Beloved People of my land!" 
Pains of Partition, sufferings of Sindhi People in the Refugee Campus, did 
not break their spirit. They faced these with fortitude, Faith and Courage 
and with hard work, from Sharnarthees, turned into Purasharthees and so 
their poet Moti Prakash in his 'Qomi Tarano' sang : 
"They can make a desert bloom 
By the dint of their hard work." 
And their poet Arjan 'Shad' in his poem 'Sindhi' mentioning the inspiring 
Heroines of their folk-tales sang : 
"They will swim across the river like Suhini! 
They will tread their path through the Rocky mountains like Sasuee" 
Poets in Sind: Ayaz and Others 
The passion of patriotism and the devotion to the Motherland, the soil of the 
sacred Sindhu, Sind, the sense of worship, of adoration, and sacrifice for the 
distinct Identity, Loyalty and love for Sindhiyat, the culture of Sind, and sorrow 
at the danger to its survival under attack , are equally, eloquently, intensely, 
expressed by the Poets in Sind and expressed by the top most poet of. Sind 
Ayaz,, hailed also as 'that proud Sindhi Poet' who had to face imprisonment for 
this, and was also vindicated and won the cultural battle and later became the 
Vice-Chancellor of the Sind University This is how he has beautifully expressed 
himself, in his lines of incomparable beauty : 
"Let me touch your feet~ O Earth! My Mother! 
Let me embrace with affection, every Human Being! 
"Tuhinja per Chuhan! Dharti! meri Mairee! 
Bhakur Panyan Bhav ma! Manhoo Manhoo Khe!" 
And again referring to the differences that led to Partition and caused the 
Separation of the Sindhi people, he has written : | 
"The heart says " All our differences, we would have burnt into ashes, 
by embracing each other ’ 
All the ugly tricks of Politics, we should have burnt like useless straw 
Dil Ta chave thee, Sara Vecha, Bhakur Paye Rakh TAE ha! 
nga Siyasat ja Ahin Je, Tinkhe Kana Kakh Kariyoon ha" m 
AA by Popati Hiranandani in her Tribute to Ayaz, ‘Suhini’, Monthly 
(March 1990) of Sind (Pakistan).. and again by Ayaz : 
"Who ever expected, could baat Het i 
That your own brother would kill his brother. i i 
It is icone that in 1965 at the time of the war verre Pakistan and India. 
Ayaz wrote the following poem and was jailed for this. i ; 
*/P 383 ‘Sindhi Sahit jo Ithas', History of Sindhi Literature) by Lilaram 
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"This War! opposite Narayan 'Shyam' 
His and mine sentiments are the same 
and also are the words, the same 
He is the master-poet (Kavita jo 'Kak Dhani) 
My Poetry too has the same colour, the same identical appeal! 
The same style, the same rythm, the same flow! 
The same beauty, the same charm, the same spirit, the same Soul! 
How can I aim my Rifle at him?, How can I hit him with my bullet? 
How can I shoot him? How can I ? How can I ?" 
There is a touch of Tagore and a glimpse of Shah, when one reads the following 
few lines of Ayaz: 
"You who are singing from within me 
who art inspiring, these utterances through my tongue 
spreading your wings, will fly away 
Breaking this Body's Cage! " 
(‘Toon jo moon may vetho gacen 
munhinje Mukh maan geet chavacen 
Munhinje Pinjre maan Par Sahe 
Udri Vende Pinjro Dahe’) 
The poets in Sind have expressed their sorrow and anguish in the same vein as 
the poets in Hind, as quoted by Lilaram Ruchandani thus : 
"Lughari 'Mujrim' : "Homeless have become the original owners of their Homes 
Who is there to heed their complaints and laments 
Tears, their tears flow unceasingly, at their pitiable plight" 
Tazil 'Bewas' "Unhappy at the oppression, of the Tyrants of this time 
When we complain, we are cursed and crushed! 
We, Sindhis! simple and gentle, are cruelly, continuously crushed 
as oil seeds in a grinding machine: For your sake, I shall sacrifice myself! 
With all my strength, I shall oppose this oppression - 
and tear asunder this stubborn Rock of Tyranny!" 
And Abdulhaque ‘Shahid’, with his faith, predicts : 
"O my sweet, patiently suffering Sind! 
Ultimately, success will certainly be yours ! Dear Motherland! 
May you ever succeed and survive, o my Beloved Mother! 
My Beloved Motherland Sind!" 
And Ayaz sings in his inimitable way : 
"What does it matter, if this body, this life, is sacrificed! 
It is a precious privilege, it is a matter of pride! 
for everyone of us, for the sake of our Sind!" 
And Ayaz has composed a fine Lullaby, for Sindhi mothers to sing sweetly to 
their children! 
"Long Live Sind! Your Sind! Sweet my Child! 
Long may you live! Long may you live! Sweet my Child! 
Long Live Sind! Long may you live! Sweet my child! 
This is the Loli - Lullaby-I Sing for you Sweet my Child!" 
THE VOICES SING THE SAME, THE HEARTS ECHO THE SAME, IN HIND 
AND IN SIND: 
"JEEYE SIND!" JAI SINDHI! 
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SHAIKH AYAZ AND NARAYAN SHYAM(22.7./922 - 10. 1.89) 
I am no scholar. I have made no deep study of either Ayaz or Shyam, top most, 
prominent Sindi Poets, as both are acknowedged to be . Yet I have deep 
impressions, inspiring images of them both. Here are these. A poet is a prophet. 
He has sight, insight and foresight. He is the voice of the voiceless. He voices 
the will of the people. He gives utterance to their inmost thoughts, feelings, 
sentiments, their inmost urges. Ayaz fills this role with great feeling and ardour 
and faith, and proclaims this, has no hesitation to do this. And does this with 
delight and it is to his credit that the Sindhis welcome this and accept him in 
this role, in their present critical sad conditions, when there is great need of this, 
a voice that gives expression to faith, pride and courage in the face of adverse 
circumstances and challenges, that seek to humble and humiliate the Sindhi 
people in Sind, where they have become strangers, powerless and helpless in 
their own Homeland, as have sung sorrowfully several and also Ayaz thus : 
"Dhehi Pardesi Thiya, Pardesi - Dhehi" "Original Inhabitants have become 
aliens and orphans! and the aliens have become masters and owners" 
Narayan Shyam also fills the role as the vision and voice of the People, envis- 
ages with pain what Sindhi people, uprooted from Sind, come to Hind, fear and 
feel in their hearts and has expressed thus : 
‘Alas! O God! It may not happen 
that it may only be read in books, 
That there once was Sind and their Sindhi Boli" 
But the best, the first, the noblest trait that I remember and cherish of our Dear 
Narayan Shyam, great but unassuming, so simple, is his humility, I had the 
privilege to know him personally, while I have known Ayaz only through his 
Poetry. I had not the privilege to meet and greet him when he visited India. 
Narayan Shyam is truly great in his heart-touching Humility, when he sings: 
"A rich mine of good qualities and altogether free of faults! 
Neither my poetry, nor my life has been such!" 
This is true also of the one, whom I regard the best and the finest of our Sindhi 
Poets in the Modern Age - Kishinchand Tirathdas 'Bewas', who called himself 
thus, in humility. (Bewas means without resources ‘helpless 'Ego-less” in truth) 
The same noble trait characterises Sadhu Vaswani, who after the Sindhi Folk- 
tale heroine, has closen his nom-de-plume- Noori -"Nimani’, the Humble, and 


so the greatest, the noblest. 
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SHAIKH AYAZ ON SUFFERINGS OF SIND 
"The Agony of Sind is an ocean endless, limitless, bottomless 
The suffering of Sind is a Sea 
In its dark depths, amidst its dangerous waves, 
is threatening to be drowned, my Mind 
in its indescribable pain, untold sorrow and dejection. 
Nevertheless, notice! how it is struggling hard and striving its utmost 
to call out to Light and Life! 
Alas! it is totally tired, altogether exhausted 
And Alas! it is sinking swiftly in the dark depths of the bottomless sea." 
After the pain and anguish, is the Awakening and Assertion - the body is weak, 
but the spirit is strong. The body crumbles, is crushed, is killed. But the spirit is 
strong, Deathless, unconquerable after Awakening. After his pain and anguish, 
dejection and feeling like drowning, Ayaz is awakened and sings with the 
unconquerable spirit of the deathless, culture of Sind : 
"Awaken us! O Poet of our people, O Shah! 
Sindhuri recalls and Remembers you. ever and always and specially now 
And is rejuvenated and Reinvigorated 
Ready for the fight for its survival and Ultimate Victory, 
Triumph after its trials and tribulations" 
"Jag Bhitai Ghot! tokhe Sindhuri thi Saare." 
Courtesy : Shaikh Ayaz , 'Shair je Notebook Tan' 
*LOVE POEMS OF LATIF 

1 I will go to the mountain tops, 1 Beloved, 

—Sweetly call, 

Let my pining plead 

for a night's stay 

in my Bhambhore 

Oh my beloved! 


My love wells like a rising tide 

I have waited with anguished eyes 

Gazing thro' eternity, | have yearned for you, 
Love, 

you are my obsession and delight. 


2 I will kneel all the way 2 My dearest friend, 
Sweetly say you have tatooed my heart 
Oh, stay A pattern of wound, for ever to last? 
if only for a night The overwhelming ocean within 
in my town Blushes, thre' agony of burnt scars. 
Oh my beloved! 3 Beloved, 


3 1 will go to the mountain tops 
Tender the flames, 
Let the leaping fires lead 
You to my town, 


This boundless love 
flows, 
filling the hollows left by your loneliness, 
to the endless shore! 
Oh my beloved! 4 Oh, God Merciful, 
4 | will swirl the satin sashes | plead with your power 


of your camel i Quench this thirst 

I will! swirl them into rosy shreds! this aching langour of heart 
Says Latif: Oh, Lord, Love's greatest hope 
Let me behold 

My long separated Beloved 


Once, within my soul, 
For a night's stay in Bhambhore. Will the birds sing 


I will sing you in my songs, 
I will hug you to my heart, 
I will sweetly call 


Lovers’ song this spring ? 


*By Indu/Aruna Jethwani, Courtesy 'Lajpat Bhavan Journal: Delhi 
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You ! Our Sindh ! 

You symbolise Sind ! My Dearest Little Darling Daughter ! 

You blossom so beautiful that looking at you, people see Sind in you; 
Standing by you, all may breathe the same fragrance, 

as emerges from the dear earth, the glorious land of Sind. 
Gazing into your expressive eyes, all may recall 

the musically flowing waters of the Sindhu, their Depth; 
Glancing at your strong and graceful body, all may be reminded 

of the well-grown crops of the fertile soil of Sind; 
Admiring your grace and charm, all may remember, 

the ever flowing waters of the Sindhu, with its beautiful banks; 
As you dance or move with grace, all may feel they are watching; 

the dance of the waves of the Sindhu \; 
As you smile, may you express the kindly radiance of a Sindhi Woman's heart 
As you may sing, may come alive ringing, the hymns of Shah Latif; 
As you speeak, may be heard, the eternal call of Sasuee, 
Your gestures, may remind of the grace of Moomal, 
Your Humility, of Noori, your loyalty and Love, 
of the fidelity, unflagging love and unwavering Devotion of Maruee; 
Every one may be moved spontaneously to say : 

"Who says we have lost our Sind ? 
True it is, we have not been able to bring here, the land of Sind 
But in you, my Dear Darling Daughter we have our Sind ! 
Courtesy : 'The last concluding Poem in 'Mamta Joon Lahiroon' by Kala Prakash 

Translated. by Prof. K.N. Vaswani. 
Gracious Mother Nature: An Enigma ! 
"I am the cool protecting shade of the thickly growing tree 
I have provided Rest and Comfort to every pilgrim, every passer by, every traveller 
yet, every one with his axe hurts and robs me". 
Courtesy : "Vasana Jo Vaseeng" by Veena Shringi 
True Message of Sindhi Culture 

In the Gandhi Centenary Year, what message can we, the Sindhi peo- 
ple, hark to but his "My Life is My Message". If we wish to serve the Sindhi 
people, let our lives become alive with Gandhi's message of sympathy and 
love, with Sadhu Vaswani's message of humility and healing; with martyr 
Hemu Kalani's spirit of sacrifice of the small individual self for the larger self- 
-the Sindhi people. It is this self-same message of fraternity and fellowship, 
which martyr Bhagat Kanwar used to sing to us. which has also been sung by 
Shah and Sami and Sachal, our great poets. Let us remember today and every 
day, that the true message of Sindhi culture is no other but "Love and Serve". 

And if our little lives are filled with the music of this message, ours will 
truly become a great Sindhu Samaj, which will serve not only the Sindhi peo- 
ple, but which will be an invaluable constituent of the great Indian Nation, and 
contribute even to the service of the world, through the Sindhi merchants spread 
over all parts of the world, who are also ambassadors of Sindhi, and also of 


our national culture, which sees unity in diversity and puts service above sell 
K.N. Vasivan 
Date: 30.1.69 i 
Founder Président 


f sv: "Sindhu Samaj Directory, Delhi 1969 
Ae Sindhu Samaj. Delhi 
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A STREET SINGER AM I! 
A Street Singer! Yes A Street Singer Am I! 
I sing songs of the People, for the People! 
Whatever touches my heart, I express unhesitatingly, without restraint, 
Voicing the unexpressed anguish of the people! 
Like a jeweller, I shall not laboriously frame my Poems, word by word. 
To awaken, to arouse, to fire the slumbering spirits of the people! 
This is my moving message, my primary purpose! 
A Street Singer! Yes, A Street Singer Am I! 
I sing songs of the People, for the People! 
My songs emerge and are inspired, when I look into the eyes of the People! 
In their eyes, | discover the dance of their Dreams of a New world! 
The Birth of New songs, New Dreams, a New World in the making! 
A Street Singer! Yes, A Street Singer Am I! 
I sing songs of the People, for the People! 
In the factories, on the footpaths, I write my songs! 
| do not sing them to high Heaven! 
| do not tell in them, of mysterious, cloudland things! 
But of things, earthy and earthly, concerning the world of the common people, 
A Street Singer! Yes, A Street Singer Am I! 
I sing songs of the People, for the People! 
FOO IO I IORI III I I k k I k k k k kk k k kk 
"You have a heart and your heart is full of pain and anguish! 
Why then, Why do you stop complaining? 
Whether any one listens or no, Shad! 
You can cause a furore, create a crisis, a powerful movement of protest!” 
Courtesy : "Dharti-a-jo-Dard (The Agony of Earth) 
hy Dr. Arjun Shad - Mirchandani 


A Sindhi Song* Sing on, in Sindhi , O Sindhi! 

Sing on, in your sweet Sindhi language, O Sindhi! 

Play on your orchestra of Yaktara’ and Matika’: 

In the bewitching poems of Bedil and Bekas 

are the freshness and beauty of spring; 

The poetry of Shah Latif is rich and ripe with rare wisdom! 

Sing on the message of Sufi Vedantic wisdom 

of Shah, Sachal and Sami, O Sindhi! 

Eor Sami's S/okas are a beautiful boat by which to cross from the finite to the Infinite. 
And the talks of Rochaldas point to the pilgrim the path to the Eternal. 
Sing with a sense of abandon , the intoxicating verses of Roohal 

And also those of Bulashah, Dadalshah and others 

who were lovers of the One Beloved. 

rhe lilting music of Bewas, the poems of Zia 

and others who sang of the Love Eternal, 

How can you forget. how dare you forget? 

Sing on, in your sweet Sindhi language, O Sindhi! 


/ 1 single-stringed Sindhi musical instrument 

` tnearthern pot used as a Sindhi musical instrument 

* Tiamslated bv Prof KN. Vaswani from the original Sindhi song composed by Lala Narain Gur and 
seag by Kumari Shobha at the annual day function of Baba Veblwaj Sindhi Academy. Delhi 
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PART-III 
BOOK REVIEW 
SHAH-JO-RISAALO: A GEM OF SINDHI LITERATURE 

Shah Jo Risaalo, the compendium of Shah Abdul Latif's works is to the 
Sindhi people in India as well as in Sind (Pakistan), what Tagore's works 
are to Bengalis both in West and East Bengal. Like the message of Tagore, 
which rooted in Vedanta and the Upanishads, has an appeal for all Indians, 
and being of universal validity has a world wide appeal, even as has the 
wisdom of Shakespeare's works, for he unfolds "sermons in stones, books in 
the running brooks and good in everything," Shah's poetical works, inspired 
by Vedanta and the Sufistic philosophy of Unity in Diversity, of the 
oneness of all that is, are a treasure not only for the Sindhi people but a 
true and invaluable heritage for all mankind. Recognising this, UNESCO 
has approved that selections from the works of Shah, the Shakespeare of 
Sind, the Tagore of Sind-dear alike to the Moslems and Hindus, though he 
was a Moslem, as Tagore was a Hindu, be translated in various world 
languages for enrichment and upliftment of the human mind and the human 
heart. Translated into different Indian languages, Shah's Works will 
undoubtedly promote national integration, and rendered into various world 
languages, they will surely promote harmony and the feeling of oneness of 
the Human Family. 

The Sahitya Akademi therefore did the right and the most fitting thing, 
in awarding, the prize for the best Sindhi book to Shah Jo Risaalo, the 
scholarly work of undoubted merit, of Prof. K.B. Advani, Jai Hind College, 
Bombay, who received it at the hands of the late Dr. Zakir Husain, himself 
an educationist. The award was acclaimed by the educationists, critics and 
Sindhi literary circles not only in India but also in Pakistan as a well- 
deserved though belated recognition of the worth of the long, arduous, 
patient and painstaking labours of Prof. Kalyan B. Advani, who is a silent 
and assiduous vorker engaged in tireless service to Sindhi literature in the 
spirit and tradition of the late Dr. Hotechand Gurbuxani who had done 
excellent work on Shah Jo Risaalo but unfortunately left it incomplete, Prof. 
K.B. Advani has completed this great work, on the premier Sindhi poet with 
a message for mankind, with great distinction; and the Sahitya Akademi 
Award this year (1968), therefore was welcomed as never before, except 
once to Tirath Basant who was the very first recipient of the award for his 
great biography of the Singer-Saint Bhagat Kanwar, who, a lover of the 
Hindu and the Moslem, died a martyr like Gandhiji, being shot by a fanatic 
Moslem in the mad year of pre-partition fury. : i 

The Sindhi language, recently recognised, as the 15th in the Indian 
Constitution, in addition to being the language of the 20 lakhs of Sindhi 
Hindus in India, is the language of the much larger Sindhi Moslem 
population in Sind, who number 50 to 60 lakhs; and derived from Sanskrit, 
with more than 85% words rooted in Sanskrit, has a valuable literature of 
its own, which has been further enriched by translations of the world's 
classics and the best books from various Indian languages. Among the 
world's classics, rendered indo Sindhi, are most works of Shakespeare - 
Tirath Basant having recently added ‘Antony & Clepoatra among them. 
Prof. Kalyan Advani had begun his literary services to the Sindhi en 
with presenting to the Sindhi people, his beautiful and delightful rt aa 
of the Indian classic - Shakuntala of the great Kalidas. Later he ha 
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produced scholarly and yet very readabale critical works on three of the 
‘Sindhi poets - the great Shah, the Vedantic Sami - and the Sufistic Sachal. 
These books of Prof. K.B. Advani are in a class by themselves in Sindhi 
literature and occupy a niche of their own in the sphere of literary criticism 
in Sindhi literature. They are a must reading for all advanced students of 
Sindhi literature, and strangely enough also the best introduction to these 
renowned Sindhi poets who are the cream of Sindhi literature as also the 
core thereof. The message of these is "Die, if thou wouldst be with that, 
which thou dost seek". It is a message for mankind, the message of 
elimination of the ego, to attain the eternal and to be one with all. 

In Shah Jo Risaalo, which Prof. Kalyan B. Advani has edited with great 
care and deep understanding, sparing no pains to annotate the difficult 
words, as also underlining the vision and wisdom of the great poet, 
expressed through the various characters, specially heroines, who in Shah's 
works are more important than even the heroes, have been presented 
through folk-tales which have become popular with the masses of the Sindhi 
people, who sing them as they work or rest, the age-old truths, which are 
the core of a people's culture. Whether it is the story of Sasui Punhoo or 
Lila Chanesar or Umar Marui or Suhini Mehar or Nuri, the glory that 
emerges is the glory of true love in its highest reach. True love is stronger 
than death is the theme of Sasui Punhoo; true love conquers all obstacles, 
proves Lila Chanesar; Marui, the village maiden melts through her 
unflagging loyalty to her people, the heart of her abductor King Umar, who 
dares not molest her, so pure is she, an inspiring symbol of dignity in 
humility and unsurpassing pride in her people, in her heritage, however 
humble. The Sindhi people in India as well as in Pakistan have derived 
immeasurable strength and tenacity for survival against all the odds against 
them, from this immortal heroine of Shah Abdul Latif, for whom a parallel 
is difficult to find even in Shakespeare. She argues with the king, her 
captor, with the eloquence of Shakespeare's Portia in "The Merchant of 
Venice". 

Suhini in Shah's story is symbol of the individual soul seeking to merge 
in the Eternal, though it reads like a moving love tale, which common to 
the Punjabi people has also been filmed in the conventional way. The great 
Shah Abdul Latif however has used the folk tale as an allegory pointing to 
the oneness of all that is in the universe. The great Abdul Latif has said in 
this story; "The lover, The Beloved and the sea in which they both are lost 
are seemingly separate but in truth one and the same". And the great poet 
even at the beginning of his work referring to his poems has written: "What 
you regard as rhymes are really hymns". And hymns indeed they are, and 
Shah Jo Risaalo, a treasure of them. And treasured indeed have they been 
by the Sindhi people, as nothing else they kave, for they represent the soul 
of the Sindhi people, generations of whom have been brought up, hearing 
them, imbibing their spirit, their meaning, their message, reading them, 
singing them, and memorising them, digesting them to the extent of their 
capacity. large or small, being inspired by them, in their action, thought and 
feeling. The works of Shah have been the warp and woof, with which the 
life and history of the Sindhi people has been woven. The greatest men the 
Sindhi people have produced, for example Sadhu Vaswani, — on whose 
90th Brithday in 1969, along with Gandhiji's, whose associate he was and 
also along with him, a man of God he was, Government of India has issued 
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a commemoration stamp, had imbibed and exemplified this heritage of the 
Sindhi people, the heritage which Shah has immortalised, the heritage of 
Nuri whose humility wins the favour of the King, as Sadhu Vaswani won 
through his utter humility the favour of the King of Kings. Sadhu 
Vaswani's institutions are named after Mira for she was mad after the 
Master: "Mere to Girdhar Gopal, Doosra na Koi". Acharya Kripalani, 
another great Sindhi, who has also been a great Indian, was often heard 
quoting Shah Abdul Latif to drive home his point and even in his latest 
book on Gandhiji, in the Gandhi Centenary Year he had concluded his 
Foreword to the book with a telling quotation from Shah Latif, so much is 
Shah an essential part of the Sindhi heritage. 

Among the very valuable sections in Prof. K.B. Advani's Shah Jo 
Risaloo in its first edition (1958) was the one which provided a bird's eye 
view of Shah Jo Risaloo. in which this scholar-interpreter had brought out 
the beauty and sublimity, the depth, the wisdom, the serenity and the 
significance of Shah's thought, the variety of his characterisation, the true 
meaning of his folk tales, concluding that God gives through his great 
grace, and from Shah's untold treasure of jewels and gems and the pearls of 
his poetic thought, if a reverent reader only imbibes and accepts a single 
gem, his life will be enriched beyond measure. 

This section in the second edition (1966) has been revised and 
considerably enlarged to mirror the various facets of the personality and 
poetry of Shah as reflectd in Shah Jo Risaloo. These include the poet as 
patriot, as the lover of his people and their ways, their language and their 
traditions. In this very illuminating and scholarly section, Prof. K.B. Advani 
while comparing Shah with Hafiz of Iran and the great Rumi, has yet 
underlined where he is to be distinguished from them, remaining the 
incomparable Shah-a Sindhi par-excellence, waving aloft the banner of 
Sindhiyat in its purity and serenity, pressing into service Parsi and Arabic 
vocabulary but preserving intact the Sanskritic origin and basis of his 
Sindhi, producing his poetry in "Dehas or Dehiras" like the other revered 
saint-poets instead of in Persian or Arabic metres and in the process of his 
writing, enriching the Dohiras with some new forms. 

In this section also receives its due attention, the speical characteristic of 
Shah Jo Rasalo, namely that each of its 30 parts is named after some Raga 
or Ragini of Indian music e.g. Kalyan, Sorath, Hosaini, Sarang, Asa, 
Ramkali etc. Also due emphasis is laid on the fact that Shah Latif, as was 
also characteristic of the Sindhi poets, loved music and his poetical work 
was meant to be sung and was actually set to music and sung by numerous 
people in towns and villages. | 

The beauty of Shah's Nature poetry including the sea, the mountains, 
the skies and the seasons, in their kind as well as cruel phases, the graphic 
and poetic descriptions of the animal and vegetable kingdom, and the 
attitude of Shah, to Nature, akin to that of Wordsworth, finding a living 


d by the Editor, even as are presented by him, 


resence in it, are underline 
f cters and their 


the philosophy of the poet, the psychology of his chara 


allegorical and inner significance. te 
Preceding this invaluable interpretative section, IS another which 


Í i j j j ife- f the great poet 
rovides in brief the moving and meaningful life story 0 

(1688-1752). This section was preceded inthe first edition by a vane’ 

Foreword by Shri Jairamdas Doulatram, better known as an associate O 
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Gandhiji, a doughty fighter of Freedom's Battle, often an inmate of 
Yeravada Prison with him, and lastly a prisoner in Ahmednagar Fort. The 
Govt. of India has in this year 1985, issued a commemorative Stamp on 
Shri Jairamdas Doulatram. That Shri Jairamdas Doulatram knows and loves 
his Shah, is evident from the following in his Foreword: "The true place 
of Shah Abdul Latif is with Kabir in Uttar Pradesh, with Mirabai in 
Rajasthan; with Ramdas and Tukaram in Maharashtra, with Chetan 
Dev in Bengal, with Shankar Dev in Assam, with Narsi Mehta in 
Gujarat. His place is among the saint-poets, among the humble devotees 
of the Lord". 

Following this Foreword, the First edition carried the Editor's 
Explanatory Note to the Reader, a handsome acknowledgement by Prof. 
K.B. Advani of the labours of his predecessors on this scholarly pilgrimage, 
commencing with the German scholar Dr. Ernest Trump who issued the 
first edition of Shah Jo Rasalo in 1866 Leipzig (Germany). In the Note 
Prof. Kalyan Advani acknowledged his debt as also explained in what 
respects and why this his latest edition differed from the earlier ones. 

The Editor's Note to the Revised and enlarged edition (1966) aptly 
explains the significant features of the new edition. 

Among the excellences of the first edition of Shah's ‘Shah Jo Rasalo' 
what appealed to me most and what I found most helpful was that at the 
beginning of each separate section of the thirty parts in which works are 
presented, the true meaning, the real significance of the section was given in 
simple, readable, flowing, expressive language; and the beauty of the editing 
and production lay in having done this in each case in just sixteen short- 
single column lines. Also the beauty and the worth of the work were 
enhanced by explaining at the end of these, each of the 30 parts. the class 
or category of verses which are to be sung, and the mood that they are 
meant to evoke or invoke and the deep meaning that they really have. And 
all this again was done in each case in just eight short single column lines. 
The publishers, the 'Hindustan Kitab Ghar", Bombay, the leading Sindhi 
publishers had done a neat nice job and in addition to the inevitable Erratta 
in such authentic works, had added an invaluable index of significant lines. 

In the second edition (1966) the above excellent features have been 
retained and enriched, the true meaning of each part and section expounded 
at the commencement instead-of at the close; and what is more, instead of 
the annotation of only difficult words, as is usually done, in works of this 
nature, a complete translation of every single fragment has been provided in 
simple yet expressive language, for the facility of every reader and this 
translation is placed parallel to the original fragment or composition, which 
also enhance the beauty of production. simultaneously with the facility in 
understanding. The arrangement in the second edition is therefore better 
and the exposition more elaborate and fuller. 

Perusing this scholarly work of wisdom and poetic beauty, well got- 
up and well-edited is indeed a pleasure and privilege as the fare offered is 
both rich and rewarding. The music lingers in the mind and the heart is 
filled with joy and the spirit soars high heaven-wards. The scholar editor 
deserves grateful thanks of the Sindhi people for his pains, his labours, his 
discrimination in the handling of such precious material with the care and 
craftsmanship of a jeweller; and the Sahitya Akademi deserves 
congratulations of the Sindhi people and literary people everywhere for 
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drawing attention to such good, great, valuable work of tremendous human 
significance by giving the Sahitya Akademi award to it, though it has been 
late in coming and therefore late in unfolding its beauty and worth to the 
non-Sindhi world, which will be happy to share in the festivity and beauty 
of it. It is good news that Prof. K.B. Advani has been entrusted with 
presenting glimpses of the great Shah Abdul Latif in an English book to be 
issued by the Sahitya Akademi. This having been issued has received a 
warm welcome indeed. 

This should pave the way for a book in Hindi on the great Shah 
Abdul Latif, by the Sahitya Akademi or by the Jnan Pith, for the Hindi- 
knowing world, as Hindi our natinal language must have the best and the 
most significant in each of our literatures and there is no work more 
significant in the entire range of Sindhi literature than Shah Jo Rasalo. 


BOOK REVIEW 
Shah Latif and the Soul of Sindhi Culture* 


_ The Sahitya Akademi deserves congratulatins for presenting in the 
series Makers of Indian Literature, a very readable account of the life and 
works of the premier poet of Sind, who is the authentic voice of Sindhi 
culture, for the benefit of all English knowing people. It also deserves 
compliments for having pressed into service the most suitable person who 
could present the poet with authority, understanding and distinction, for 
Prof. Kalyan B. Advani's edition of the Risalo of Shah Latif was not only 
acclaimed as an outstanding work by Sindhis in India and in Pakistan, but 
was welcomed as a scholarly work and won also the Sahitya Akademi award 
for the best Sindhi book in 1968. 


While Shah Jo Risalo in Sindhi, being a compendium of all the works 
of Shah Latif is, as it should be, a bulky volume, well edited and beautifully 
got up (for a review thereof by the present writer, please see Sahitya 
Akademi's /ndian Literature, 1969), Shah Latif for the English knowing 
readers, presents in the brief compass of barely 70 pages, in a concise and 
clear manner, not only the main events in the life of Shah Latif (1689- 
1752) but also the salient features of his poetry, the times he lived in, and 
what is more important, underlines the spirit of Sindhi culture, presenting 
him as the authentic representative voice of Sindhi culture, illustrating 
effectively what is the soul of Sindhi culture with its chracteristic quality 
of being eclectic, Vedantic and Sufistic, its genius akin to our ancient Indian 
culture, consisting in its exceptional capacity io visualise, voice and 
eloquently express, the unity underlying all diversities, thus enabling the 
Sindhis to be at home everywhere, true citizens not only of India-wherever 
they have been scattered all over India-but also as citizens of the world, 
with love and loyalty for wherever they reside, without loss of identity 
with what they have originally inherited from their ancestral land, which 
was the cradle of the ancient culture of Mohen-jo-Daro. 


Shah Latif is believed to have enjoyed for long the association of 
'Sanyasis' and wandered with them as a pilgrim through many places 
including Porbandar, Junagadh, Jaisalmer and Thar, Karachi and Kabul 
and Hinglaj and "enriched his spititual experience”. He had a darshan 
also of Dwarka. Shah says: "Alas I have not been able to learn yoga. Yoga 
befits yogis, who enshrine within them the mystery of mysteries. 


*Shah Latif by Kalyan B. Advani (Sahitya Academy, New Delhi) 
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The travels with his yogi friends not only helped him in unravelling 
the intricate knots of the mind but also provided him with material for 
his love stories. His folk tales Sasui Punhu, Mumal Rano, Suhni Mehar, 
Umar Marui, Nuri Jam Tamachi, etc., all testify to his keen observation of 
whatever he came across during his travels, not only the physical features 
of the land, but also the customs and manners of the people, their thought 
and characteristic beliefs, faith and culture. - His love tales, folk tales, he 
has made mystical and symbolic, the separation or union of the lovers 
representing the same of the individual soul in search of the Universal 
Self. Thus Shah has written (Chapter 8) : 


"The Prince of the Mountain Kingdom (Punhu) is not there where 
you fancy him to be; 


Hark not to the rocks, your very Self is Vankar (His Abode; 
Be away from aliens, inquire of the Beloved from self" 


It is reported that as a student, Shah declined to learn anything beyond 
'Alif’, the first letter of the alphabet and also that of Allah, the Supreme 
One. He has written : 


"Learn the letter 'Alif, forsake all other learning. 
Purify the heart, how many pages, shall you turn." 


He is regarded by some as 'Ummi’, i.e., illiterate and by others as 
‘the unique man of letters of his age’. A disciple and contemporary of Shah 
has written : "Although the much revered Shah Sahib was illiterate, yet all 
the knowledge of the universe was inscribed on the hidden tablet of his 
heart." (p.12) 


Dr. Trump, the eminent European scholar, who compiled the first 
Risalo of Shah Latif has written in the Introduction : "It is said that he 
never studied, which is however sufficiently refuted by his Diwan, where 
he exhibits a deep learning in Arabic and Persian." (p.10) 

Of the 8 chapters in the book, the first two deal with Shah 
Latif's life, his education, marriage, travels, the way of his life; the third 
chapter tells of his "language, technique and treatment of native material"; 
the fourth of his "Ethics and Devotion"; the fifth of "Love, Mysticism and 
'Realisation"; the seventh of nis "Art of Narration"; and the eighth of 
‘Symbolism of Stories". The sixth chapter "Trade, Commerce and Wealth" 
tells of how Shah's works reflect the times he lived in, the trade, commerce, 
the famous Sindhi traders were actively engaged in, and the wealth acquired 
and the prosperity of the people. The book also provides a valuable 
Bibliography. 

On the whole, Prof. Kalyan B. Advani has done a neat and 
nice job, in presenting a concise yet comprehensive and competent 
introduction to Shah Latif, the premier Sindhi Poet, who is hailed as the 
Shakespeare of Sind. This volume in the series Makers of Indian Literature 
will undoubtedly prove popular and eminently serve its object of 


introducing to all Indians and lovers of literature, the best in the heritage 
of Sindhi literature 
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: GLIMPSES OF THE GREAT 

Moving glimpses of great men-Mahatma Gandhi, Sadhu Vaswani, 
Vinobha, Vivekanand-Shri Aurobindo, Lala Lajpatrai, Purushottamdas 
Tandon, Lal Bahadur Shastri, Lokmanya Tilak, Rabindranath Tagore, Raman 
Maharashi and J. Krishnamurti, which came to be written on the occasion 
of their birth or death anniversaries, for the Lajpat Bhawan Journal by its 
Editor Prof. K.N. Vaswani, have been put together as explained by him in 
the Preface to this valuable book, which also includes, telling and very 
readable editorials on 'Satyagraha against Defections, "Thoughts on 
Sarvodaya' 'The State of the Nation’, 'The Message of Vinoba Jayanti’, 
"The Message of the Mahatma’, and valuable contributions on 'The 
Legacy of Lala Lajpatrai' the 'Legacy of Mahatma Gandhi & Sadhu 
Vaswani', 'The Wisdom of Ramana Maharshi and J. Krishnamurti’ and 
the message of the lives of Raj Rishi Purushottamdas Tandon and Lal 
Bahadur Shastri, both of whom were Presidents of the Servants of the 
People Society and selfless and humble servants of the people whose 
examples shine out in the darkness of an era of self-seeking power-hungry 
politicians, given to self aggrandisement, to the detriment of national 
service. 

In "Mahatma Gandhi & Sadhu Vaswani" is presented, in eloquent 
words, the one messae of the two and their mutual understanding and 
admiration as well as o0-operation in nation building, Gandhiji writing on 
Sadhu Vaswani, while Sadhu Vaswani, also writes on Mahatma Gandhi and 
in support of his mov ment of non-co-operation in his Young India as 
early as in 1921. "At he feet of Sadhu Vaswani" with which the volume 
begins and "Bliss of Surrender: the legacy of Bapu & Dada" with which 
it concludes, are moving contributions highlighting the serene wisdom of 
India. 

This volume of Reprints from the Lajpat Bhawan Journal for 1970 also 
includes readable reviews of Gandhi and Vinoba literature. Thus a review of 
Vinoba's well-known Talks on the Gita by Prof. K. Swaminathan, 
commends it to the younger generation, in persuasive and eloquent words; 
and Acharya Kripalani's "Gandhi: His Life & Thought" is reviewed at 
some length by Prof. K.N. Vaswani, who had been privileged to collaborate 
with him in its preparation. 

The volume also reprints poems, included in the 'Lajpat Bhawan Journal, 
to provide literary flavour and fare for its readers, as explained in the 
preface. In two poems "Gandhhi Jayanti" and "The Mysterious Mendicant", 
the message of Gandhi and Vinoba is presented. "Among the Misfits" 
poetically and satirically presents how Gandhi and Vinoba have become 
misfits in an India, which will not accept their Wisdom and Vision. 

"We, the Sindhi People" and "The Soul of Sindhi Culture" underline the 
unity in the midst of diversities, which characterises our heritage of Indian 
culture. Poenis like "Bharat Shall be Free, Bharat Shall be Prosperous , 
"Love", "Beauty", translated from Sindhi, sound notes of love of country 
and the more universal love of all that is good and true, which is also 
highlighted in "Where Do you Search for God" by ibaa he 
appropriately concludes: "The service of man is the highest worship of 


God". 
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The book also includes two fine sketches - one of a child “Little 
Pushpa", and the other of a mother "Mataji", which are a delight to read, 
for they touch the finest chords in our hearts - love of children and of our 
mother, which are the divinest element in us, for they are universally and 
uninhibitingly shared. 

It is worthwhile quoting a few lines from the last poem "Farewell" in 
this collection: 

"Farewell to whom and what? 

Of what are you a part? 

You ever are and ever will stay, 

Where do you go and from where? 

You are here and here you stay. 

A shadow-shape of the Eternal, 

A drop in the infinite Ocean, 

A serene ray of the sun that ever shines". 

or to quote a sample from "Gems of Thought’ presented in the 
collection, here is one" "Life is beautiful, if you have a loving heart". 

On the whole this volume of reprints from Lajpat Bhawan Journal for 
1970, is a valuable collection of glimpses of great men, their great thoughts, 
valuable comments on great occasions like Independence Day, Gandhi & 
Vinoba Jayantis, and beautiful thoughts on love, beauty, service, the spirit 
of sacrifice and surrender, and its value is enhanced by the fine forewsrd by 
Shri J.P. Vaswani who writes: "The darkest night precedes the dawn. And 
the great teachers, concerning whom Prof. Vaswani speaks in this little 
volume, have all glimpsed the beauty of the dawn of a new age. It is an 
age of spiritual understanding. For though man knows it not, his heart is 
hungry for the bread of the Spirit. It is hungry for the truth of the human 
soul and the laws that govern it." 

Courtesy: 'Better Life', English Monthly Organ of Servants of People 
Society, Delhi 


"Sneh Bhet" by Bhawani Prasad Mishra(Amitab Prakashan, New Delhi,) 
Pages 64 

This collection of many gems of thoughts of Sadhu T.L. Vaswani 
selected from his "Voice of Vaswani" and "Pictures of a Pilgrim" rendered 
into beautiful and flowing Hindi verse by the well known Hindi poet Shri 
Bhawani Prasad Mishra, whose renderings of Tagore's songs from Bengali 
into Hindi are a welcome broadcast from the All India Radio, presents to 
the Hindi world, the beauty, the simplicity and the sublimity of Sadhu 
Vaswani's inspiring thoughts and lofty message, and is a very welcome and 
worthwhile addition to literature in our national language. 

Simply yet neatly got up in a small handy pocket size, the book has 
been priced low to let the beauty and inspiration of Sadhu Vaswani's 
thoughts reach the largest number of persons 
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"SADHANA OF SERVICE"* 


A good or great book is the life-blood of a martyr. This book 
comprises of the forty talks of Sri Eknath Ranade to Life Worker Trainees 
of the Vivekananda Kendra, a spiritually-oriented Service Mission, 
consisting of a cadre of young men and young women, dedicated to the 
selfless service of the Motherland and through this service their own 
unfoldment and the fullest development of their personality. The late Sri 
Eknath Ranade was the moving spirit and the builder of the magnificent 
Vivekananda Rock Memorial, the founder and President of the Vivekananda 
Kendra, through which he aspired and strove to translate into a reality. the 
dream of Swami Vivekananda contained in the following words "A hundred 
thousand men and women, fired by their sympathy for the poor will go 
over the length and breadth of the land, preaching the gospel of help, the 
gospel of social raising-up and the gospel of equality". 

Man-making and nation-building Will and Testament - The forty 
talks which make this book, had as their theme and object the man-making 
and nation-building mission of Swami Vivekananda and were delivered to 
inspire the Life-Worker Trainees with this mission and to mould them to 
be worthy vehicles and fit instruments for the fulfilment of this great 
mission. These forty talks prepared and delivered by Sri Eknathji Ranade, 
since 1963 wedded to the spread of the man-making and nation building 
message of Swami Vivekananda, as earlier to the character-building and 
nation-building of the Rashtrya Swayam Sevak Sangha, sometimes also as 
its General Secretary-are since he is no more now, having passed away on 
22nd August 1982, his last Will and Testament, not only to the workers of 
Vivekananda Kendra but also to the Nation, whose selfless service was the 
Life's mission of Sri Eknathji Ranade, to the last breath of his dedicated, 
one-pointed life. 

Art and Science of Organisation :- Based on his long experience 
and Sadhana as a social worker-dedicated, determined and dynamic, one- 
pointed, with a far seeing vision and an inflexible, indomitable will, 
industrious and persevering, fearless and forthright, with a tremendous 
organising capacity and an unflagging faith in the Future of India and firm 
faith and bright hope in the youth of India, fired with Faith in God and 
therefore fortified by Faith in oneself as the chosen instrument of the Divine- 
these Talks to the Life-Worker Trainees, during the Training Course at 
Vivekanandapuram really poured forth the cream of Eknathji's thinking 
and his experience in the field of organisation. These talks are an excellent 
treatise on the art and science of organisation, analysing the essentials of 
organisation, its heart and core, the characteristics of organisation illustrated 
from the Vivekananda Kendra, also out-lining the characteristics and 
qualities of an ideal worker, the warnings for a worker, the cautions for an 
organisation and the ideal conventions for an organisation. They suggest 
the Vows for a worker which would keep him steady and strong in his 
chosen path and promote progress in self-development and national 
reconstruction and regeneration. 
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* Vivekananda Kendra Parkashan, 3 Singarachori Street, Madras-600005. 


176 Life is a journey, from selfishness to self-Realisation 


and practices for all those interested in man-making and nation building. 
In the opening talk Three Presumptions, Eknathji addressing the Life 
Worker Trainees proceeded to tell them that he presumed they had the 
Three Essentials 1) The urge to serve 2) The urge to transform yourselves 
into fit instruments for service 3) A certain degree of detachment from 
your family. 


Life : A Sadhana - In the following nine Talks : 'Passage to 
Adulthood IL.' Quest for the Eternal IV. Destiny of Man V Live a 
purposefull life VI. Mission of Life VII. Values of Life VIII. Discipline 
IX. Struggle That is Life X, Bravery & Cowardice XI Eknathji has 
stressed the "Pilgrim's Progress" from physical hunger to intellectual and 
spiritual hunger, hunger for the Eternal. "The whole of life's journey is 
from selfishness to self-realisation” he has explained. We must choose the 
proper mission and utilise the whole of life for it; ‘one life one mission’ 
should be the ideal’ he has not only exhorted but exemplified. "For the 
fulfilment of the Mission, one has to transform oneself thoroughly. 
Therefore transform yourself and let your life become a Sadhana.” 

Beginning with 'Organisation : our Draw-backs' XII. and India: 
Creator of Organised Life XIII, Eknathji in the succeeding talks including 
‘Lokasamagraha' XVI & XVII and 'Systematic Bent of Mind' XVIII & 
XIX expatiates on the art and science of Organisation, the wonderful 
Varanashram System, its original soundness, its later deterioration, its values 
and virtues, the wisdom of the ancients who devised it, finding a place for 
aptitudes of all persons, creating a social order providing for harmony and 
happiness instead of animosity, conflict and caste or class war. 

"The Only Sure Way" XL, the last concluding talk sums up the 
series, explaining how you can translate your vision with your will into a 
Reality through tremendous Faith in yourself and with prayer to God and 
how the Vivekananda Rock Memoriai and the magnificent statue of Swami 
Vivekananda on the Rock so came into being, with a flaming, persevering 
Faith, indomitable, unconquerable Will and God's Blessing and Grace. 

Source of Inspiration and Practical Guidance - Befittingly issued 
on 19th November, 1982, Sri Eknathji's 68th Birthday, this book of forty 
purposeful, illuminating Talks based on the life-experience of a dynamic, 
dedicated social worker of the calibre and quality, eminence and outstanding 
character of Eknath Ranade, will undoubtedly prove to be of invaluable 
help to all educationists, social workers, and those devoted to nation- 
building in an organised, disciplined and dedicated way. Indeed it could 
well serve both as a source of inspiration and also as a guide book of 
immense practical value. Though moderately priced at Rs.15, the book is 
well got up, beautifully printed and has a white and bright plastic cover to 
preserve it well as a companion for social workers. 


Courtesy. 'Better Life’, Delhi, English Monthly of Lala Lajpatrai's 
Servants of People Society. 
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BHARAT AND PAKISTAN 


. Ram Amarlal Panjwani's book 'Bharat and Pakistan’ is a rare book 
in Sindhi and deserving of special notice as it is informative, interesting, 
fascinating and also critical. 

It is authentic and authoritative, so far as facts and figures, as is 
evident from the section citing sources, listing the books and reports, 
publications, which the writer has relied upon. It is well got up, with good 
printing, easy on the eyes. 

It isa compilation of weekly articles contributed by the learned writer 
to the prestigeous and most widely read Sindhi Periodical 'Hindvasi'. It 
carries a wide variety of subjects, making it good reading. 

Ram Punjwani, the writer has a very good command of the Sindhi 
language which is quite rare nowadays. He writes with a felicity of phrase 
with welcome alliteration, when he writes movingly. He writes with zeal 
and zest with a natural fine flow in his language, delightful to read and 
musical to the ears and appealing to the heart. He can be eloquent and 
poetic as the subject requires. He can praise with welcome words and 
criticise aptly and effectively as may be necessary. Scholarly, well and 
widely read, Shri Punjwani yet writes simply:and lucidly, clearly, for 
everyone to understand. 

His portrait of Sundri in Karachi and Love marriages in Pakistan 
will delight the readers. 

The last two chapters on the state of Sindhi and Sindhi people in 
Sind, deserve special notice and they mirror the sad state, the pathetic 
condition of the Sindhis in Sind (Pakistan). 


A Garland of Good Thoughts 


Youth is the opportunity to do something, becoming something. 
Whatever is rightly done, however humble is noble. 

We know nothing of tomorrow, our job is to be good and happy today. 
Keep your face to the sunshine and the shadows fall behind you. 
Example is the school of mankind and théy will learn at no other. 

A kind word today is a happy thought tomorrow. | 

Anger is momentary madness, control yours or it will conquer you. 
Keep your fears to yourself and share your courage with others. 

if you can smile when you feel hurt, the hurt is half cured. 

Do valiantly, hope confidently, and wait patiently. _ l 
Example is not the main thing in influencing others; it is the only thing. 
There is no other cosmetic for beauty than happiness. — 

Reading without reflection is like eating without digestion. 
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i78 A glimpse of Sindhi Literature is edifying and inspiring 
A Dictionary of Sindhi Literature 
3-4-96 
Dear Brother Motilal Jotwani, 


My hearty congratulations to you for your latest Book "A Dictionary 
of Sindhi Literature", for looking through it, I find, it is indeed a competent 
and beautiful survey of Sindhi Literature, including in it, notes on so many 
Writers and appreciative and critical notes on their important books e.g. 
Popati Hiranandani's 'Munhije Hayaatee a jaa Sonaa Ropa Varga’, Shyam 
Jaisinghani's "Hiku Biyo Deenhu" and Satram Jaisinghani's "Rama Kathaa". 
And what I liked even more, long valuable notes on different branches of 
Sindhi Literature like 'Akhbarniwasi' (Journalism) Kavita (Poetry), 'Sahitik 
Alochana' (Literary Criticism) which would give a glimpse, both to the 
Sindhi and non-Sindhi Readers, of the treasures and growth of Sindhi 
Literature. It was also nice to note longer, very illuminating ... Notes on 
such gems of Sindhi Literature as ‘Shah Jo Risalo' and ‘Sami Jaa Sloka’. 
The book provides a'Who is Who’, not only of Sindhi Writers, but also 
of other distinguished Sindhis like Sadhu Hiranand, Sadhu Vaswani, J.P. 
Vaswani, Acharya Kripalani, Krishna Kripalani, N.R. Malkani and others 
with literary leanings, including Jairamdas Doulatram. 

I gladly remember that for Sadhu VASWANI PRIZES instituted 
in 1959 for promoting Sindhi Writers like Tirth Basant, Hundraj Dukhayal, 
Shewak Bhojraj, Kalyan Advani, Popati Hiranandani, Sundri 
Uttamchandani, Kala Prakash, Mohan Kalpana, 'Goverdhan Bharati, Lal 
Pushp, Guno Samtani, Kirat Mahirchandani, Ishwari Jotwani, Chandra 
Advani, Indu Hingorani, Lachman Khubchandani, Hashu Kewalramani, 
Jeevan Gursahani and others, I had aiso included you, for like them, you 
have vindicated my Faith in you as a writer in Sindhi, Hindi and English, 
and this Book is an example of it. It deserves to be published in Sindhi 
specially in Devnagari, as a very useful, handy Reference Book. 


It goes to the credit of the Sindhi Academy, Delhi, to have 
encouraged you with some aid for its publication and it is appropriate that 
it was released by its Vice-Chairman, Shri K.R. Malkani, Writer of "The 
Sind Story", at a literary function, in Sindhu Bhavan, Delhi, a copy presented 
to me on the occasion. 


I have no doubt this book 'A Dictionary of Sindhi Literature’ will 
serve as a Welcome Popular Reference Prize Book, with its good get up, 
and attractive cover providing as it does in just 200 pages, a glimpse of the 
treasure of Sindhi Literature. As there is no such other book yet, this will 
really be a precious gift. 


I would wish for an enlarged edition to be published soon, for this 
seems to me to be the only book of its kind, which would easily acquaint 
the Sindhis and the non-Sindhis with the rich treasures of Sindhi Literature. 


My Hearty Congratulations once again and my very Best Wishes 
and Blessings for more and more of such good work from you. 


With Prem, Pranams and Prayers for your Health and Happiness 
and your Progress, 


Yours affectionately, K.N. Vaswani 
To 
Dr. Motilal Jotwani 
B-14, Dayanand Colony, New Delhi-24 (Phone - 6414044) 
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FIVE FINE BOOKS 
In my limited knowledge there are Five Fine Books, in English on 
the Sindhi People, on which I am happily and gratefully drawing, in this 
inadequately prepared book. These are : 

Kumari Popati Hiranandani's Sindhis, The Scattered Treasure’ Malaah 
Publications, Delhi (1980) - Rs. 50/-, Shri K.R. Malkani's : "The Sindh 
Story" - The Allied Publications, New Delhi (1984) - Rs. 60/-, Shri Baldev 
T. Gajra's : Sindh's Role in The Freedom Struggle" - Bharatvasi Bombay, 
(1986) - Rs. 50/-, Shri Prakash Bharadwaj's "Sindhis Through The Ages" 
- Sindhi Colony, 6A/6, Sion, Bombay-400022 (1990), Sadhu Vaswani's 
‘Sindh and The Sindhis" - Mira Publications, Pune. 

The first two are by those about whom, instead of saying they were 
privileged to be my students, I am happy to say that I was pivileged to 
have them as my students, at Sadhu Vaswani's St. Mira College for Girls, 
and at the Dayaram Gidumal National College, both at Hyderabad Sind, 
where I was privileged to be a Professor and have the privilege of having 
Shri L.K. Advani also among my students. Their contribution to Sindhi Life 
and Literature has been rich and remarkable, to have made the Sindhi 
People proud and grateful and happy for they have been like scintilating 
stars, as also has been my friend Shri Baldev Gajra, with his record of 
Service to the Sindhi People in the field of Sindhi Literature, as also in the 
sphere of social service. Shri Prakash Bharadwaj deserves congratulations 
for his ambitious and very useful project of 7 volumes on Sindhis through 
the Ages and Shri L.K. Advani in his Message has justly complimented him 
and Prof. Kalyan Advani and Dada J.P. Vawani have enriched his volumes 
by their contributions, one of which I am happy to include in this book. 

From Baldev Gajra's Book, the chapter on Six Martyrs of Sind, I have 
reproduced the fragment on Hemu Kalani, the Bhagatsing of Sind; from 
Popati Hiranandani's Book, from the chapter on Partitioned And Homeless, 
the fragment on Ordeals of Sindhi Refugees - Sharnarthis' who became 
‘Pursharthis’ and turned into "Parmarthis', and flourished themselves and 
contributed well to the Nation's progress in all fields of life. This has been 
presented nicely and concisely, highlighted in K.R. Malkani's book in the 
concluding chapter "The Sindhi Revival’ which | have included here for the 
benefit of the Sindhis as I have done his fascinating fragment on 'Jhoolay 
Lal or Udero Lal’. 

From Sadhu Vaswani's Book I have included his moving poem on the 
pathetic plight of Sindhis as Victims of Partition, and what he says on 
History of Sind and finally "the Soul of Sindhi Literature’, which itself is a 
gem of Literature. 

Briefly, beautifully, eloquently, movingly, pathetically, proudly, 
poetically, with felicity of phrase and genuine feeling, in a very heart- 
touching and mind-moving manner, have been presented, these themes in 
these books, in a very much better manner than, I with my limitations, 
would have done. I am therefore happy and grateful to present them for the 
perusal of my readers. | strongly recommend to them and all Sindhi people, 
to go to these fine books, and many others like these, to drink the spirit of 
Sindhiyat and feel renovated, happy and proud of our Sindhi Identity and 


culture. 
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PARTITION ORDEALS OF SINDHI REFUGEES 


After migrating to India, Sindhis had to fight a grim struggle for 
their survival. They had lost all and had to start their life from a scratch. 
They had to face a very hard life in refugee camps where there were no 
drainage systems, no roads and transport facilities, and no satisfactory 
sanitary conditions, but stinky dark lanes. They had to go through harrowing 
experience, physical as well as mental. The same rich landlords who had 
more than two thousand farmers and dozens of servants at beck and call in 
Sind, had to stand in queue for ten long hours to get their free rations. 
Girls who never moved a furlong unescorted or unchaperoned had to go 
miles away to earn a living. Children went to sell sweets in the local trains 
instead of going to school. Ladies prepared snacks at home and went to 
sell them from door to door. Men started selling handkerchiefs and 
umbrellas. 


Ladies had to fetch water from a long distance and young girls had 
to stand in queues for going to the toilet. People were just dumped in the 
camps where families used to separate themselves from each other by 
having curtains of gunny bags stiched together. They were constantly being 
shifted from Akbar camp to Ulhasnagar camp and from Bhavnagar camp 
to Adipur Ashram. Wide and scattered distribution of the immigrant 
population, brought disintegration of families and clans, and social 
communication like attending marriages, funerals and other such occasions 
came to a stop. Long distances of their settlements prevented the meeting 
of even brothers and sisters. 


In that hour of utter disappointment, Sindhis did not succumb to 
begging. With the sheer spirit of adventure, the educated ones went from 
one city to another in search of jobs and the shopkeepers ran from place to 
place in order to find a suitable location for their business. With the few 
exceptions, the Sindhis bore the adversity of fortune, philosophically. They 
tried sincerely to overcome the hurdles, environmental as well as 
psychological. In their effort to rehabilitate themselves, they accepted the 
tyrannical challenge of time very bravely and faced unprecedented hazards 
patiently. Inspite of miseries and hardships, Sindhis residing in camps would 
arrange cultural programmes, poetry sessions and religious sermons. In 
fact, the Sindhis after Partition symbolise the acme of achievement, that 
refugees of this type can reach. 

Courtesy : ‘SINDHIS : THE SCATTERED TREASURE’ by Kumari Popati Hiranandani. 


Sadhu Vaswani's Poem on 'Pains of Partition 
This day I think,of thee, of thee,My Native Land of mystic Song and art! 
This day I think of brothers mine:they weep: 
Of sisters mine:they cry for bread and home: 
I think of all who homeless still do roam 
And when the night doth come, on th'roadside sleep! 
Thy children they: O who will give them hope 
And food and shelter, help, and health to bear 
Their lot in loneliness--to bear and dare 
To build again,e'en tho' in dark they grope! 
| see around me darkness, suffering, woe: 
The light of hope has died in many hearts; 
| see alas! that faith in God departs: 
And hungry children cry where'er I go ! 


Courtesy: 'Sind and Sindhis' by Sadhu Vaswani 
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THE SINDHI REVIVAL 

Rome was not built in a day; nor could even Gandhidham be built in a 
day, or a year, or even several years. And the impoverished refugees were 
in a hurry; they could not afford to wait for years. They, therefore, began to 
gravitate more and more towards Bombay. Here the barracks of Kalyan 
Camp, built to house the Italian prisoners of war during World War II, and 
now renamed Ulhasnagar, came very handy. The refugees could live here 
economically—and make money in nearby Bombay. 

Even as they tried to lift themselves up by their very bootstraps, many 
hearts failed. But before long, their will to live and make good prevaiied. 
The challenge was great—but their response was even greater. In Sindh we 
had heard of only a few companies such as Kaycee's Blue Star, Motwaney's 
Chicago Radio, and J.B. Mangharam's Biscuits. But in Gajra Gears, Krishna 
Steel, Advani Oerlikon, Weston TV, Westerworks, Esquire and India Book 
House, the Sindhi entrepreneurs have broken new ground and attained new 
heights. Before Partition, we could count the number of Sindhi Crorepatis 
on the fingers of one hand. Today, Ulhasnagar alone has more than forty 
Crorepatis. their only problem is that they cannot negotiate matrimonial 
alliances with Warden road or Colaba—or even Vile Parle! 

Although Bombay is the "Capital" of the Sindhis in India, they have 
spread themselves far and wide. There is hardly a town in India that does 
not have a cluster of Sindhi families. Some of them have captured subzi 
mandis (vegetable markets) and retail cloth trade; others have gone into 
transport business and civil contracts; still others are working brick-kilns; 
some of them have even penetrated the tribal areas in Central India and 
taught tribal women to wear blouses. Even in an off-beat place like Fyzabad 
(Ayodhya) they are so numerous and prosperous that their annual Jhoolay 
Lal procession is an event like a mini-Republic Day Parade—to which the 
whole city looks forward with joyous expectation. 

Sindhi Business Houses have always been prominent abroad, Today they 
are more prominent than ever before. In 1947 the "Big Five" were 
Wassiamal Assoomull, Pohoomal Bros., Kishinchand Chellaram, J.T. 
Chanrai and K.A.J. Chotirmal. In the new "Big Five", Dhalamals and 
Bhojsons have replaced Wassiamal and Pohoomal. However, the richest 
Sindhi family today is the Hinduja brothers, evaluated at more than 1,000 
crore rupees. The Janata Government needed them as much as the Congress 
Government, in their big foreign business deals. Moorjani of Hong Kong 
dominates the world Jeans market with a $ | billion turn-over. The biggest 
builders in Miami, Florida, USA's poshest state, are Melwani and Shyam 
Sani. And Rama Kripalani with his booming business and famous charities, 
is the Uncrowned King of Trinidal in the West Indies. | ' 

Today the Sindhi charities are keeping pace with the Sindhi riches. Fhe 
good old Wattumull Foundation was always there. The Chanrais of Lagos 
have donated 30 lakh rupees to the Vivekananda Education Society Bombay 
alone. The In-Laks Foundation (named after Indru and Lakshmi Shivdasani) 
has donated one crore of rupees for Sadhu Vaswani Hospital and Research 
Centre in Pune. It also gives 200 foreign shcolarships every year 
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Kishinchand Shahani is a distinguished philanthropist who patronizes all 
good causes. From "Sharnarthis", the Sindhis have grown into "Pursharthis" 
and "Parmarthis". 

What could be the reason for the dramatic success of Sindhis—and 
Punjabis—after the shattering shock of Partition? It is the same reason that 
enabled Japan and Germany to revive themselves after the trauma of defeat 
in World Wat II. This is, the mind of a people. Milton described it long 
back as "the unconquerable will, never to submit or yield". The Sindhi 
considers it his Fundamental Right to Succeed. Given this frame of mind, 
men can make gold even out of dust. 

Nor have they confined themselves to making money and instituting 
charities. They have established some of the finest institutions in Bombay 
and elsewhere. The Wattumull Institute of Computer Technology and 
Engineering has equipment worth two crore of rupees. Thanks to Hotchand 
Gopaldas and Khushi Kundnani, the Sindhis have not only set up a dozen 
colleges in Bombay, their Jai Hind College and K.C. College are two of the 
best colleges in India's premier city. Jaslok Hospital (named after Jasoti— 
Sindhization of Yashoda—and Lokumal) is the most famous in the country. 

The Vivekananda Education Society of Bombay and the Mira Education 
Society of Pune are two of the more significant Sindhi services in the realm 
of education. 

Ownership flat system is a Sindhi innovation in Bombay. Raheja Bros. 
alone have put up a thousand buildings on this basis. And Jethi 
Sipahimalani's Navjiwan Housing Colonies in Mahim, Chembur and 
Bombay Central are a marvel of cooperative enterprise in the field of 
housing. Atur Sangtani of Pune is not only big in construction, he runs The 
Poona Herald. 

However, the greatest builder of them all was Bhai Partap who built the 
twin cities of Adipur (residential) and Gandhidham (commercial) for Kandla 
Port. Ram Nagrani, I.P.S., has been put in charge of the newly constituted 
National Security Guards —to handle situations like the one in Punjab. 

Individual Sindhis have also made a name in various walks of life. Dr. 
Menda presided over the Indian Medical Association and Prof. G.R. 
Malkani, over the Indian Philosophical Congress. Ram Jethmalani led the 
Indian Bar Council for years. 

Sewakram Karamchand as general secretary of Servants of People 
Society became one of the "Sapta Rishi" (Seven Rishis) who, with Bhimsen 
Sachar, was detained in 1975 during he Fmergency. Jiwanlal Jairamdas has 
devoted his life to Harijan Sewak Sangh. Dada Sewak Bhojraj keeps the 
torch of Balkan-ji-Bari alive along with his Bapu Village for tribals. 

Today G.G. Mirchandani heads the UNI (United News of India), a 
leading national news agency. Business India is run by Ashok Advani. Prof. 
K.N. Vaswani leads the Vivekananda Rock Memorial Committee in 
Kanyakumari. Hari Atmaram is a trustee of Vishwa Hindu Parishad. 

Justice Nain presided over the MRTPC (Monopolies and Restrictive 
Trade Practices Commission); Justice Chainani over the Bombay High 
Court, and Justice Thadhani over the Assam High Court T.M. Advani 
became Vice-Chancellor of Bombay and Kashmir Universities. K.L. Punjabi 
became Chief Secretary of Maharashtra, and Sadhwani, of Gujerat. Ms. Dr. 
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K.A. Advani is Principal of the 125-year-old Government Law College of 
Bombay, the biggest and best in Asia. 

T.V. Mansukhani heads HMT (Hindustan Machine Tools), M.J. 
Pherwani heads Ashok Leyland; Samat (-ani) is No. 2 in Bharat Heavy 
Electrical Limited; R.G. Keswani is president, All India Electrical 
Manufacturers’ Association. G.S. Ramchand led Indian cricket. T.N. Idnani 
was the member for Power in the Central Water and Power Commission. 

M.K. Kripalani was ambassador in Canada, Khilnani in Kenya and 
Vishnu Ahuja in Russia. 

There are not only Maj-Gen. Hira and Vice-Admiral Tahliani, Admiral 
Nanda-the victor of the sea war in 1971, when Bangladesh was formed— 
loves to speak Sindhi with the Sindhis. When asked how he managed to 
blockade Karachi, he said: "I know every inch of Karachi harbour." 

Before Partition very few Sindhis—Bhudo Advani, Hari Shivdasani—had 
made a name in the movies. Today G.P. Sippy is a leader of the film 
industry, closely followed by N.C. Sippy and several others. 

Leading film directors include Govind Nihalani ("Aakrosh"), Raj Sippy, 
Ramesh Sippy, Kumar Shahani. Leading Sindhi cine artists include Sudhir, 
Mach Mohan, Raj Kiran (Mahtani) Asrani, Sheila Ramani, Babita, Sadhana. 

In the religious field, Dada Jashan Vaswani, Sant Lila Shah, Holy Guru 
Nanak Mission, Dada Chellaram's "Nij Thanw", Brahmakumaris, and 
Several other organisations are so many beacons of spiritual light. The 
week-long celebrations at Majnuka-Tilla in Delhi, are a new high in Sindhi 
religious consciousness. 

In the field of literature, Kalyan Advani, M.U. Malkani, Lekhraj Aziz, 
Tirath Basant, Ram Punjwani, Haru Sadarangani, Popati Hiranandani, 
Gobind Malhi, Narayan Shyam and several others have been duly honoured 
by the Sahitya Akademi. 

In Sindh, Pokardas served Sindhi literature with his innumerable 
publications. After Partition, H.G. Mirchandani of India Book House has, 
through Amar Chitra Katha, introduced a whole new generation to the 
glories of Indian history and culture. 

Krishna Kripalani has presided over Sahitya Akademi and he now 
guides the National Book Trust. 

Bulo Rani, Shanti Hiranand, C.H. Atma, Master Chander, Kamla 
Keswani, Bhagwanti Nawani, Deepika Kripalani, Chainani Sisters and 
Hoondraj 'Dukhayal' have put new life in Sindhi Music. 

In politics, while Acharya, Kripalani was a colossus, Jairamdas served 
with distinction as member of Parliament, cabinet minister and governor. 
L.K. Advani shone not only as minister for Information and Broadcasting, 
he is in the front rank of Indian politics. Hashu Advani occupied a similar 
position in Maharashtra Sucheta Kripalani, Dr. Choithram, Prof. N.R. 
Malkani, Ram Jethmalani, Krishna Kripalani have made their name in 
Parliament. And Bhanu Kumar Shastri stormed Sukhadia's citadel in 
Udaipur to enter the Lok Sabha with a bang in 1977. 

Oscar Wilde has said that all of us have five senses, but that unless we 
have the sixth sense to make money, we cannot make good use of the other 
five senses. The Sindhis have acted very well on this adage. 
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They are not very prominent in the services. This could be due to 
discrimination—or due to the feeling that there is no money even in the 
highest services. However, they have partly made up for this by the 
universality of literacy. A Sindhi who cannot read and write will be hard to 
find. Also most of them are not just dubhashis, bilingual; they are regular 
chatur-bhashis,quadri-lingual. They know their Sindhi and their Hindi; they 
know the local language—whether it is Gujerati or Marathi, Tamil or 
Telugu—and they generally know English. This has helped them in 
business—and in social integration. It has made for psychological 
rehabilitation, after the uprooting of 1947. There have been many 
distinguished marriage alliances with non-Sindhis. 

Pre-Partition Sindh had witnessed Acharya's marriage to Sucheta 
Majumdar, Krishna Kripalani's to Nandita, Tagore's grand-daughter, and 
Gopi Mukhi's to Gauba of Lahore. Later Sundari Bhavnani (Trivenj Kala 
Sangam) married Krishnalal Shridharani. Kamal Malkani married Lokpati— 
and became Kamlapati Tripathi's "Bahu". Vishnu Ahuja married Nuruddin's 
daughter Amina. Bhai Pratap's daughter Nirmala married Balu Patwardhan, 
brother of Achhyut Patwardhan, Rajmohan Gandhi, grandson of the 
Mahatma, married Usha Kukreja of Larkana. Shirin Advani married 
Jehangir, son of M.C. Chagla. And in the film world Sadhana Shivdasani 
married Nayyar, Babita Shivdasani married Randhir Kapoor and Poonam 
Chandiramani married Shatrughan Sinha. 

Some Sikh intellectuals—for example, Khushwant Singh—have a feeling 
that Sindhis have become less Sikh after Partition. They have and they have 
not. The Sindhi response to Akali tantrums in the Punjab is certainly 
negative. But even then, in Bombay, Pune and elsewhere, Sindhis are very 
prominent in clelebrating Guru Nanak Jayanti. They have set up several 
Sindhi gurdwaras, including "Nij Thanw'" on Pusa Road in New Delhi. But 
is is also true that Sikhism no longer occupies a near-monopolistic position 
in Sindhi religious perception. For one thing, even before Partition, while 
reading Gurbani and visiting gurdwaras, the Sindhis always read other 
Hindu scriptures and bowed to all gods and pilgrimaged to all shrines. They 
were "shishyas" (disciples) that is "Sikhs" of the guru; with few exceptions, 
they were not Khalsas or Sardarjis. 

In addition, after Partition, the Sindhis have felt the need for identity. 
They have, therefore, revived the old Sindhi patron saint of Jhoolay Lal. 
Today the portraits of Guru Nanak and Jhoolay Lal are found side by side 
in Sindhi temples and homes. 

Also, the Sindhis like to adapt to the local scene. They like to be always 
"sugar-in milk" with the locals. In the north, they apply "Sindhur" in the 
"Maang' (hair-divide). In Bombay, the Sindhi women have learnt to wear 
Mangalsutra from the Maharashtrians, something unknown to them in 
Sindh. Likewise they have taken to Ganesh festival with gusto. The Sindhi 
child in Maharashtra will sing "Dhan Guru Nanak Jag Tariya" (Glory unto 
Guru Nanak who saved the world); but he will also chant: "Ganpati Bapa 
Moriya, Purcha Varshi Laukariya" (Oh lord Ganesha, come soon next 
year), It is at once natural and desirable; it is typical Hindu. 

Courtesy: 'The Sindh Story' by K.R. Malkani (1984) 
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PROF. K.B. ADVANI ON 'SINDHIS THROUGH THE AGES' 

Sind, through the ages, has suffered a kind of self effacement and, in 
consequence, produced mystic poets, on whom Heaven bestowed marvellous 
and beautiful experiences of truth. They were so moulded by Nature, that 
they could, in moments of ecstasy, lose completely their self identity by 
projecting themselves into universal life, truth, love and beauty. Of love 
they have sung with transcendental fervour. They were 'God Men', the 
deepest impulse of whose poetry, was the cry of the Soul for God. They 
brought in poetry "a new and beautiful mood to bless humanity" and 
thereby enriched the world's spiritual treasure. Even otherwise, Sind had 
been the cradle of our ancient civilization, as evidenced by Mohen-jo-Daro. 

Shah, Sachal and Sami are called the Trinity of Sindhi Poetry. Sindhi 
poetry is born of fusion of Sufism and Vendantism. The philosophy of our 
mystic poetry may briefly be enunciated thus : Shah speaks of the fire of 
love within him as the Primal fire, that dwelt in eternity before the Sun, 
before the Heavens. Through his love stories, Shah illustrates that the lover 
and Beloved are one. There is no distinction between God & Man. 

"Man is God's secret and God is man's secret". 

His stories are but elaboration of his famous utterance in "Sur Kalyan" 

"He is Supreme Glory, He is the Fountain source of Beauty. 

He is visible in the Beloved's form. He is absolute Beauty." 

The Sufistic theory is " "All is He. All is in Him. All is from Him". 

Thus Sachal says : "Thy Beauty reveals itself in various forms. 

Thou wert One but became many through thine own desire”. 

Again he says : "I am Huq (Truth or God), though visible in human 
form". 

Sami calls this world an illusion and God "the Illusion-Maker". He 
expounds the philosophy of the Vedas. Man is a deluded soul. He is like a 
desert deer, who sees water where only mirage exists. Man's mind is like a 
spider, which gets entangled in its own web. He calls ‘human understanding’ 
"Avidya or Ignorance". He refers to Anhad Shabd as "Deepak Rag" 
Krishna's flute, conch of Gorakhnath" and by various other sonorous terms. 
He emphasises the importance of Guru and the value of human birth. So 
much for our mystic philosophy. As to our language and literature, we 
Sindhis feel indebted to Western scholars like Grierson, Trump, Stack, 
Burton, Sorley and others for their precious services in this connection. For 
instance, Dr. Trump, the first Editor of Shah's Risalo, has paid a rich tribute 
to our language. While recognising its close proximity to the old Prakrit, he 
observes. "Sindhi is a pure Sanskrit language... and has preserved an 
exuberance of grammatical forms, for which all its sisters may well envy 
it." Burton wrote in 1851. "No other regional language at the time of taking 
over the country, possessed more and so much original composition as 
Sindhi language.” Grierson, in his "Linguistic Survery of India has also 
spoken in Vol. VIII of the characteristics and dalects of Sindhi. Dr, Sorley 
acquired his Doctorate from Oxford on "Shah Abdul Latif of Bhit". He 
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introduced our great poet to the Western World by publishing his thesis. 
Captain Stack's "Sindhi English Dictionary" is also a work of importance. 
All this treasure we still do possess. The present writer has brought out two 
volumes of Shah-jo-Rasalo and also critical works on Shah, Sachal and 
Sami in Sindhi and on Shah and Sachal in English. Prof. Nagrani has 
published three volumes of Sami's poetry. Bherumal Meharchand's work on 
Shah and Sind is of permanent value; so also Jethmal's and Lalchand's 
contribution to our literature. 

But what about Sind, whose separation we had to suffer with 
incalculable agony and remorse? My friend Prakash Bharadwaj has 
endeavoured zealoasly to revive Sind's beauties and virtues in our memory 
through his two volumes, a healing balm to our hurt minds," They contain 
almost all that this Preface enshrines. A great modern Sindhi poet Aziz 
reveals the anguish of our minds in these lines. 

"O my heart! of which candle art thou the moth? 

From the cup of which wine art thou inebriated? 

Thou art lamenting in the wilderness of thought. 

Perhaps thou art remembering nothing else but Sind. 

O my friend! do not laugh at me, who am languishing in the autumn of 
fortune. 

Aziz is but a nightingale of the garden of his native Land. 

Sind is truly called "Janat-ul-Sind (Janat paradise)". 

Among other singing birds the most outstanding are Zia, Shyam, 
Khadim, Dilgir, Wafa and Shad. They have all shed grievous tears over 
their providential exile from Sind and are striving to keep the torch of 
Sindhi literature, language and culture burning. They have imparted a new 
spirit to Sindhi poetry. Our modern poetry is rich in new fiery thoughts. To 
quote only a couple of examples. 

Zia : "We shall infuse heat into cold hearts. 

Water catches no fire but we shall set water on fire." 

Dilgir : "Let us create a new age, a new life, a new hope, a new light. 
Let us awaken God, who is asleep in the seventh Heaven". Shyam : "No old 
tunes are there, no old strings, O Shyam! Those instruments of music are 
changed. Say, how today the old songs will sing in the atmosphere new. 

There are many such illuminating examples but the scope of this treatise 
is limited. Among the older poets were Kalich, Sangi and Kishinchand 
Bewas. Thus did Bewas cry before passing away in Sind. "O Goddess of 
Unity! Where shall I find thy temple? How shall discordant blood vanish 
from the nation's heart?" 

Among distinguished novelists and short story writers of today are Ram 
Panjwani. Tirath Vasant, Gobind Malhi, Kirat Babani, Uttam, Sundri 
Uttamchandani, Gobind Panjabi, Popati Hiranandani, Lachman Rajpal, 
Mohan Kalpana, etc. They have tackled political, social and economic 
problems in their writings and focused their attention on Sindhi culture, 
which they term "Sindhiyat"> In this connection, Seminars, dramas, 
concerts, ballets are flourishing and so also Bahranas, Chandru Atma and 
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Anila Sunder have made a mark in music and ballet respectively. Till 
recently, our master singers were Master Chandur, C.H. Atma and Ram 
Panjwani. Panjwani gave a new sense of unity and inspiration to our 
community through his Sufi songs and reverential Glorification of Jhulelal. 
Bhagwanti Nawani also played a superb role as a popular singer. 

Dr. Gurbuxani's three volumes of Shah-jo-Risalo and Parmanand's two 
Dictionaries English -Sindhi and Sindhi-English are reference works of 
eternal value. 

Mirza Kalich Beg, Raj Rishi Dayaram Gidumal were both versatile and 
erudite writers. In the field of higher education, Principal T.M. Advani, 
Principal K.M. Kundnani and Shri H.C. Malkani have been great founders. 
Among Principals, who have been excellent prose-writers, we may recall to 
our memory the names of Sahibsing Shahani, L.H. Ajwani and M.M. 
Gidwani. For obvious reasons, the list is not exhaustive. Ajwani's "History 
of Sindhi Literature in English", M.U. Malkani's "History of Sindhi Prose" 
in Sindhi are highly illuminating volumes. Aziz was also an excellent prose 
writer. In the fields of education and health, we have created monumental 
colleges. schools and hospitals and Academies — Temples of intellectual, 
physical and spiritual health. Our distinguished writers and eminent men 
have won Akademi and President's Awards. Some have acquired Doctorates 
in Sindhi on their theses relating to Shah's poetry. Shah is so representative 
of Sind and its people that it may truly be said of him "Behold a nation in 
a man comprised!" His Risalo is a panorama, bringing before our eyes all 
the flora and fauna of Sind and Sindhi customs and manners. Prakash 
Bharadwaj also aims at that. Shah had drawn lessons of great spiritual 
significance even from humble vocations such as those of the desert 
dweller, the wine distiller, the blacksmith, the fisherman, the archer, the 
dyer, the camel driver, the spinner, the cattle grazers, etc. He has also 
depicted the luxurious life of rulers and glorified their munificence. He has 
immortalised Sind work merchants, who used to brave the dangers of the 
sea to collect gold from Ceylon and pearls from Aden. The worshippers of 
the sea roll in purple wealth; They discover from the waves priceless rubies, 
whose value transcends any human computation. They are scattered all over 
the world even today, shedding their lustre on trade and commerce not only 
in India but also in every nook and corner of the globe. { am sure they will 
value these two volumes of Prakash Bharadwaj's precious documents of our 
rich heritage. They undoubtedly involve a devotional labour — something 
rare and precious in these times. 

Courtesy: 'Sindhis Through the Ages' by Prakash Bhardwaj 
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THE SOUL OF SINDHI LITERATURE* 


My Sindhi brothers and sisters! You have come to Hindustan and left 
your lands, left your property, but there is a treasure you have not left. In your 
traditions, your culture, your folklore, and your literature, you have a treasure 
untold. Sindhi literature is not a transient meteor, doomed soon to fall and be 
forgotten: Sindhi literature is a luminary which shines steadily, - shines and 
shines unto the perfect day. Sindhi literature springs from the heart of a Simple 
Folk : and out of the Heart are Dreams of Beauty : and Beauty is Truth as Truth 
is Beauty. A Dream of Beauty is a thing of joy for ever : it will never pass into 
nothingness! With Dreams of Beauty has the Sindhi heart communed for cen- 
turies together. Sindhi literature is communion with the Beautiful : 

Friends of the Sindhi Association! Let me be very hurried, very rapid in 
my review of Sindhi literature, and the contributions of Sindhi poets to the 
thought of the world. 

Five great poets there are you must study if you would know something 
of Sindhi culture, five Master-poets. I call them Pancharatnas, the “Five Jew- 
els” of Sindhi literature. The first great one is he whom we call Shah Latif. He 
was born in 1687. This great poet and mystic was born in the Hyderabad dis- 
trict: there, too, were born the two great social pioneers and prophets of the 
19th century - Sadhu Hiranand and Sadhu Navalrai. Shah Latif was born in 
Bhit, a village built on a sand-hill. He passed away in 1752. Nine years before 
he died, was born another great poet and mystic named Sa’mi : he lived for 107 
years, passing away in 1850, just a century ago. The third great poet was 
Sachal : he died in 1829, at the age of 90. The fourth great poet was Bedil, and 
the fifth great one was his son, Bekas, who died young in 1881. 

There are many other poets too. But I wish to select these five only to 
give you an idea of what Sindhi literature means in the world of culture. And 
as you proceed to examine Sindhi literature, you find that it sounds five funda- 
mental notes. I speak of them as the five musical notations of Sindhi poetry. 

The first musical notation is “Beauty.” The poets of Sind, the fakirs of 
Sind, the singers of Sind have, over and over again, dwelt upon this thought of 
communion with Beauty. In a little town is a shrine to the memory of Bekas : 
the name of this place is Rohri. In Rohri I found mud-houses : but the atmos- 
phere of the place was one of aspiration towards the things of Eternity. Bekas 
sings, again and again, of God, the Beautiful. In one of his lyrics, he cries: 
“Be thou with me, O Ancient Beauty!” His father was named “Bedil.” He, too, 
was a poet, a singer , a mystic. One day they ask him: - “Sir! What is the 
meaning of the word, ‘Bedil’?” And this great singer and seer says:- “‘Bedil’ 
is one who has no ‘dil’ (heart) : [have lost my ‘dil’, my heart is a vision of the 
Beautiful!” Bedil and Bekas were both prophets of the Beautiful. Their life 
was a longing, their song was a singing till they saw shining, shining the First 
and only Fair,- their King! They beheld the Universe robed in Beauty! In one of 
his poems, Bekas sings:- 


*Sadhu Vaswani's Address at the inauguration of 'The Sindhi Literary 
Society' at Wadia College, Poona 
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“Lo here! Lo there! O everywhere! 
l only see Thy picture, Fhv picture, O Beauty!” 

The second musical notation of Sindhi poetry is sounded, again and 
again, in the poems, the “s/okas” of “Sa’mi” the “Master.” His name was Bhai 
Chainrai. He was born in Shikarpur, in 1743 : he belongs. today, to India, to 
the world. He was a Brahmagnanin! And | dream of a day when the poems of 
this great seer will be translated into English and the world will know that Bhai 
Chainrai made a contribution to the thought of humanity. His “slokas” 
(“Verses”) are woven in the wisdom of Vedanta. In him the lyrical is blended 
with the mystical. The ever-recurring aspiration of his poetry is,- living union 
with the One ! In a number of his s/okas, he gives expression to the thought that 
there is a procession moving on ! History is a “procession” of pilgrims, of 
“wayfarers.” Are we not all wayfarers to the Shrine of Eternity? Pilgrims are 
we,-marching on! Let us march together! Away with strife and hate! Together 
let us move on to the Shrine that is calling us. History is a procession of way- 
farers. Here is a profound thought which may well unfold the story of civilisa- 
tion and be the key to a philosophy of history. 

The third musical notation is sounded by the greatest of the Sindhi po- 
ets,-Shah Latif. Shah Latif, I regard, not as a provincial poet. To me Shah Latif 
is a world-poet with av orld message. Of him it was said:- “He was absorbed 
in Love.” He appearec in the 18th century. Bekas and Bedil came in the 19th 
century. Sa’mi was borr in the 18th century : he died in the 19th century, for he 
lived to a good old age. ‘hah Latif travelled to many places. To the Maharashtra, 
he never came : but he travelled to Rajputana, to Gujarat, to Kathiawar, to the 
Punjab. He assimilated the folklore of these places : and in his poetry,-a blend 
of the narrative and the lyric,-he gives us beautiful stories in which are woven 
songs of enchanting love. Some of you, young men of Sind, are familiar with 
the story of Sasui and Punhu. It is a story which brings tears to our eyes. To 
Shah Latif, the essential principle, of life and the universe was Love : to him 
true wisdom is Love! And in his poems, he refers to the people, the common 
people,- the shepherds and cowherds, to the simple village-folk : and he shows 
that they live in a world of Love. The “Civilisation” we live in today is, I am 
afraid, artificial, complicated. The simple folk live in a world of Love. In his 
moving story of “Marui”, the poet shows us how this simple village-girl is ill at 
ease in the palace of the chieftain, she longs to go back to her simple mud-hut 
in Malir. In story after story, Shah Latif shows us that the simple folk of Sind 
were worshippers of Love. 

The fourth musical notation of Sindhi poetry ts sounded by a number of 
Sindhi singers. May I speak of it as “Harmony”, “synthesis”? This note is 
sounded, again and again, in the poetry of Sachal. He realised that the quarrel 
of creeds was foolish. Sachal was born a Muslim : but he was a lover, too, of 
the Hindu faith. In the Hindu and the Muslim, he saw the One. He loved Sri 
Krishna. In more than one poem, he speaks of “Mohan,” the Flute-Player. He 
loved Guru Nanak and Guru Gobind Singh. Sachal named one of his disciples 
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as “Nanak Yusaf.” Sachal sings of “Kalandar Yogi” and the “ Yogi of long. 
beautiful hair,” the “yogi zulfan varo”,-Sri Krishna. Sachal realised that the 
Hindu and the Muslim belonged to One Brotherhood, the One Family of Man. 
Sachal had a vision of Universal Humanity. \n one of his poems, he says :- 
“The mosque, the temple and the church,-empty them if you would walk the 
raha kalandar (the way of True Religion) and find the way to the Eternal!” 
This great dervish of Sind asked his followers to live together in comradeship 
an urgent need of India today? 

The fifth musical notation of Sindhi poetry is “Sacrifice.” There is one 
great poem in Sindhi literature named “Karbala. ” It is “The Song of the Mar- 
tyrs.” In this we read how the great hero, Hussain goes forth to fight. He falls 
on the battle-field of Karbala : and in the agony of death, he says :- “I offer 
myself a sacrifice to my people !” 

This sacrificial note is sounded, again and again, in many of the poems 
of the singers of Sind. “I offer myself a Sacrifice to my people!” “I die a 
sacrifice!” Sindhi poems are not mere words woven by some weavers of words. 
The central shrine of Sindhi poetry is the shrine of Sacrifice : and you , who are 
young, must grow in the spirit of sacrifice, if, indeed, you would, in the years of 
your growing manhood, help in building a New India, a truly Free India. The 


secret of strength is sacrifice. 
3k k k ak ak ak ak ak ak ak ək ak akk ak ak aie ak ak akk ak ək akk ak ak of ək akk oie ak oie oft akk oie akk ak ak ak ok ak ak akc oft ak oie ak oie oie afk k k k k k k k ok $ ok ok ak oe ok 


GLORY OF SIND HISTORY 


Sind is become a part of Pakistan. | live, physically, in Bharata : 
and hidden in my heart is love for India’s culture developed in the Gangetic 
valley. But I cannot forget Sind. Not a day has passed when I have not medi- 
tated on her. Great is she in her traditions : my regret is her sons and daughters 
know her not. 

How many know that long before Greece led Europe in culture and 
political life, there was in Sind an amazing civilization ? “Mohen-jo-daro rep- 
resents,” says Sir John Marshall, “The oldest of all civilizations.” 

How many of the Sindhis know that the Sumarians derived their culture 
from Sind ? 

How many know that Sind had a share in checking Alexander’s march 
in India ? 

How many remember that once Sind carried on commerce with Rome 
and Greece, with Asia Minor, Babylonia and Egypt ? 

How many know that Sind sent out her sons to colonize Java ? 

How many know that Buddha blessed Sind by his meditations and per- 
sonal teaching ? 

How many are aware of the fact that her doctors and men of culture 
influenced the Khalifa’s Court at Baghdad and the Arabs who carried the torch 
of culture to medieval Universities in Europe ? 


Courtesy ‘Sind and The Sindhis . Mira Publications, 10. Sadhu Vaswani Road. Poona-41 1001 
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NATIONAL SAHITYA ACADEMY AWARDS 
SINDHI (SINCE 1959) 


Year Book Author 

1959 Kanwar (Biography) Tirath Basant 
1964 Anokha Azmooda (Reminiscences) Ram Panjwani 
1966 Surahi (Poetry) Lekhraj 'Aziz' 


1968 Shah Jo Rasalo (Mujamal) (Evaluation) Kalyan B. Advani 
1969 Sindhi Nasr Ji Tarikh 


(History of Sindhi Prose) M.U. Malkani 
1970 Wari-a Bharyo Palaand (Poetry) Narayan 'Shyam' 
1971 Kumach (Poetry) Krishin Rahi 
1972 Aparajita (Short Stories) Guno Samtaney 
1973 Pyar Ji Pyas (Novel) Govind Malhi 
1974 Hunaje Atam Jo Maut (Novel) Lal Pushp 
1976 Jee-a Jharoko (Poetry) Laxman Bhatia 'Komal 
1978 Cheekh (Poetry) H.I. Sadarangani 
1979 Pal Pal Jo Parlao (Poetry) Hari Daryani 'Dilgir' 
1980 Yad Hika Pyar Ji (Novel) Krishin Khatwani 
1981 Surkh Gulaab Prabhu 'wafa' 

Suraha Khwaab (Poetry) 
1982 Muhinji Hayati-a-Ja 
Sona Ropa Warq (Autobiography) Popati R. Hiranandani 

1983 Andho Doonhon (Poetry) Arjan 'Shad' 
1984 Uha Shaam (Short Stories) Mohan Kalpana 
1985 Mero Siju (Poetry) Arjan 'Hasid' 
1986 Vichoro (Short stories) Sundri A. Uttamchandani 
1987 Chaliha-Chorasi (Literary Criticism) Harish Vaswani 
1988 Se Sabh Sandhyam Saah sen (Travelogue) Moti Prakash 
1989 Bahi Ja Warisa (Poetry) M. Kamal 
1990 Shishe Ja Ghar (Poetry) Goverdhan Mahboobani 
1991 Sogha Joun Sooratoon (Poetry) Harikant Jethwani 
1993 Hathayogi (Novel) Tara Mirchandani 
1994 Aarsi-A-Aado (Novel) Kala Prakash 
1995 "Ajho' (Novel) Hari Motwani 
1996 'Ghufaa Je Huna Paar' (Stories) Lakhmi Khilani 


*(No Awards in 1960, 1961, 1962, 1963, 1965, 1967, 1975, 1977 and 1992) 
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SADHU VASWANI PRIZES 

Instituted in 1959 by Prof. K.N. Vaswani in honour of his guru Sadhu Vaswani 
seeking his blessings for the awardees. These have been given every year 
commencing with his 80th birthday on 25th November, 1959, fo promising 
creative writers, artists and active social workers as a token of appreciation of 
their labour of love. 

The first recipient was Shri Tirath Basant, well-known Sindhi writer, who 
later that very year received the first Sahitya Academy Award for his biography 
of Bhakta Kanwar, the Sindhi saint-singer and martyr. The other recipients 
have been Shri Dukhayal, pre-eminent poet, Sarvodaya worker and singer of 
Vinobaji's Bhoodan movement; Shri Shewak Bhojraj (Dada "Gulistan"), 
founder of the great Balkanji Bari movement; Shrimati Sundri Uttamchandani 
who later secured the Sahitya Academy Award, and Soviet Land award for 
Sindhi, and her daughter Kumari Asha Uttamchandani who is a talented dancer; 
Shri Govardhan "Bharati" and Shri Lachman Bhambhani, each of whom 
also won the Govt. of India prize for children's literature; Shrimati Kala Prakash, 
Kumari Popati Hiranandani, Shri Mohan Kalpana, well-known Sindhi writers 
who later got the Sahitya Academy Award, as did Shri Goverdhan ‘Bharati’ : 
Prof. K.B. Advani who later won the Sahitya Academy award for his scholarly 
work on Shah Jo Risalo ; and the following other well-known Sindhi writers, 
artists and social workers. 

Prof. Moti Lal Jotwani, who later brought out a fine book on the earliest 
Sindhi poet Shah Karim; the following promising Sindhi women writers— 
Kumari Ishwari Jotwani and Chandra Advani, Smt. Anita Kamal, Smt. Sarla 
Tahilramani, Smt. Gopi Motwani; and Kumari Indu Hingorani who has 
later produced a fine book of poems The Olive Green Moon; scholars like Shri 
Lachman Khubchandani who has later made a mark, specially in the field of 
the study of linguistics; the late lamented Shri Sugun Ahuja. Poet and writer, 
Shri Kirat Mahirchandani, a talented writer of novels, short stories and poems, 
; Arjan Hasid, writer and poet; distinguished short story writers like ShriGuno 
Samtani and Shri Lal Pushp; who both later got the Sahitya Academy Award, 
social workers like Shri Bhagwandas Nandusing; artists like Shri Mohan 
Shahani and Kumari Shobha Mutreja, who have distinguished themselves by 
their musical talent; artists like Kumari Rita Ramani and Gul Ramani, who 
have a talent for painting and have repeatedly won prizes in Shankar's Children's 
International Competitions. Among the recipients have been Shri Hashu 
Kewalramani who presented Sindhi short stories in English and sought to serve 
the Sindhi people; and Shri Jeevan Gursahani, who served the Sindhi stage as 
a devoted and competent Director for a period of over 20 years. 

Among the recipients has also been the well-known Hindi poet Shri Bhawani 
Prasad Mishra, who rendered into his beautiful Hindi verse Vaswani's gems 
of thought from the books The Voice of Vaswani and The Pictures of a Pilgrim 
in his Sneh Bhet which was presented to Sadhu Vaswani on 25th Novemeber, 
1965 in Poona 
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About the Author 
‘ Prof. K.N. Vaswani's Contribution to Sindhi Literature 
(1) Prof. M.U. Malkani in History of Sindhi Prose 


(a) In the journal Bharat Jeevan (1943) had appeared Prof. Khushiram 
Vaswani's story 'Adhoori Kahani on Gandhi's Quit India Movement. In 
Phuleli, Hyderabad College magazine had appeared in 1928, his story. 
'Sacho Dohi Ker', in which he had held Society responsible for the individual 
crime of theft. Evolution of Sindhi Story (p 58-59) 

(b) In the journal ‘Sindhu’ (1938) had appeared two plays : 'Dohi Ker? 
‘Who is. Guilty’ on the problem of Dowry and Strange is this College 
Education’ on the problem of College Education. Both were good original 
plays. In the Sindhu (1944), had also appeared in three episodes, his longer 
play. "Istri Azadgi' Woman's Freedom' which was really a good drama on 
this significant subject". Evolution of the One Act Play (P. 199-200) 


(c) | Khushiram Vaswani in his compositions of Essay and Story used 
to express his sociological thoughts and poetic emotions. Evolution of Essay (P.221) 
2. Prof. N.R. Malkani in his Preface to Prof. Vaswani's book 'Kalakar 
ji Duniya’ ‘The World of the Artist 

"While reading this book, I have enjoyed passing some time in a world 
of Vision, Art and Imagination for which I am thankful to the writer. His 
writing is really simple, crisp and clear appealing to the heart. I hope this 
book will occupy a good place in the beautiful literature in Sindhi." 

3. ‘Prof. Miss Popati Hiranandani in her book ‘History of Sindhi 
Literature’ Prof. K.N. Vaswani tried his hand in Poetic Prose and wrote 


some passages of great beauty’. (p 63) 
4. Dr. Motilal Jotwani in his book A Dictionary of Sindhi Literature (1996) 


(a) "Vaswani Khushiram N. (b 1911) a writer and patron of Sindhi 
Literature. He made a debut in the writing world with his story 'Sacho Dohee 
Ker?’ (1928), in which he said the social conditions were the real culprit, 
pressing the main character of the story into commiting a theft. For the 
encouragement of Sindhi Literature, he instituted Sadhu Vaswani Prizes 
(P 177). 

(b) "Pushpanjali (1968) a collection of essays, stories and poems by K.N. 
Vaswani The work depicts subtle emotions of the human heart" (P 116) 

Awards and Honours to Prof. K.N. Vaswani 


Sindhu Ratan Award (1995) given to Prof. K.N. Vaswani for outstanding 
contribution in the field of journalism and literature by Sindhi Social and 
Cultural Society, Delhi at the hands of Chief Minister, Delhi, at Mavlankar 
Hall, Delhi. 

Poet Dr. Sadarangani Memorial Gold Medal (1996) presented to Prof. K.N. 
Vaswani for his services to Sindhi Literature and Sindhi People, at the hands 
of the Artist Vijayantimala, M.P. at the Cultural function by Maruee, Sindhi 
Women's Social and Cultural Society, Delhi. 

Documentary Film (30 min) on Prof. K.N. Vaswani has been made ( ice 
by Sindhi Academy, Delhi, presenting his life, including his Literary, Socia 
and Cultural Contributions’. 
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BHEESHMA PITA MAHA 


Those who go to see sun-rise at Vivekanandapuram must have noticed 


an elderly person walking briskly towards the beach. Now and then he may 
stop at any place he sees a child and surprise it by thrusting in its palm, some 
sweets which he always keeps in his pocket. His sudden stopping and offering 
sometimes frightens a few children who with an alarming face will look towards 
their parents nearby for help. An encouraging nod from them to accept will 
bring immediately and simultaneously a smile on the faces of the child and 
the old gentleman. Both are happy: the child to receive and the elderly to give. 


He is the person under discussion. Do you know Bheeshma Pita Maha? 
He was the grand old man of Mahabharata. He had excellent qualities of head and 
heart but did not have an objective view of things. Many times he was the leader 
of lost causes. It was his own making. He was often subjective. He would ask 
Dharma to follow ethics while he never had the heart or even inclination to discipline 
Duryodhana. He gave his own justification for such acts; some people were willling 
to accept and some grumbled. Our subject can also be associated with similar 
qualities. 

He is highly educated, extremely cultured, He will not hurt a fly, ever kind 
and encouraging. His appreciations have not been appreciated because they come 
thick and fast and so regularly towards those who deserve and even do not deserve 
and everybody assumes that it is a routine. It is not so; his kindness is a reflection 
of his values of life which are fast diminishing. He is also sometimes subject to 
“our values” of life when he shows now and then that he can also be like us. 

He is frank and admits his preferences. Unfortunately he exhibits them so 
openly in the midst of everyone and even his present favourite sometimes feels 
that he need not be so demonstrative. After all he is an elderly person and it is not 
possible for him to suit modern methods of hypocrisy and learn them now. It is for 
everyone of us to bear it as a natural himan weakness in a gentle person. 

He is like an after-dinner speaker who is very ready and his speech is punc- 
tuated with flowers, gardens and what not, like a Professor from Shantiniketan 
who sees only Nature in its full splendour and glory, in everything and everyone. 
He is ver kind and considerate to children, women and men in that order. 

Though three scores and fifteen years, have crossed him, he is agile and 
active. He is very neat and fastidious about his dress and takes great care to 
appear trim. With his clothes correctly pressed the khadi pyjama and kurta, spot- 
less white, the long ribbon-like upper cloth properly folded round his neck in a V 
shape, he presents a very handsome appearance even now. He must have been a 
heart-throb of many a young heart in his days! 1I hope he pardons my appreciation 
like this. I love him and I know he loves me too. 

He is one of those who encourage me with my pretensions to literary pur- 
suit though one of his favourites says that I am not even a good typist, let alone a 
writer, and what can be expected of such a person. That is a personal opinion of 
that person which is not accepted by the subject under discussion. 

In an institution, he has himself become an institution by his conduct and 
example. Never have I seen a hard or harsh word escape his tongue, whatever be 
the provocation. A lovable character, the Grand Old Man of Vivekananda Kendra. 
May he live long and guide many by his sage advice. 

Courtesy: Gopal Krishnan, Kanyakumari 
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VASWANI: Simple or Simpleton, Sentimental, Meek or Weak 

Shri K. Vaswani : Editor “Bharat Sevak”, (English) is a generous hearted 
man of fine sentiments, perhaps born with faith in the Gandhian way of lifé 
and that is why he is in the Bharat Sevak Samaj to press his talent for writing 
into the service of the Samaj, for creating enthusiasm specially among the youth, 
for the great constructive activities, that need to be expanded in so many spheres 
in Our vast country. Secretary of the Youth League in Sind, as a student: and a 
hawker of Khadi and preacher of Swadeshi when he went into the villages for 
delivering fiery speeches; Vaswani, though first directed to go before the Medical 
Board for his I.C.S. examination, was later telegraphically informed that the 
Government of Bombay was pleased not to permit him to sit for the I.C.S. 
examination. This became a turning point; and instead of joining his father 
who was a leading advocate, he chose to continue his work among the students 
and became a Professor at the Sind National College and continued his public 
work, among the students, in the villages and through the Platform and the 
Press. A literary man, and a prolific writer in English and Sindhi, Vaswani is 
also an economist, but he belongs to the Gandhian school of Economists, and 
has published several books and papers on rural and agricultural economics 
and decentralised Planning on Gandhian lines. 

He is not a professional journalist, though he comes from a family of 
journalists; and was for several years a Professor and an educationist. For him 
journalism is not just a job, but a mission in the sense that in the highest con- 
cept, journalists are the modern priests. While working as Vice-Principal of a 
government college in Sind, as he continued his old habit of writing in various 
journals and in the Daily Press, his Principal once indicated to him that as Gov- 
ernment Servant he could not do this, but Vaswani had no hesitation to take up 
the matter with the higher authorities insisting that his job was not only to teach 
the students, which would be a narrow interpretation of his duties, his duty was 
also to educate the people, and they conceded this, as he was able to carry 
conviction to them. 

Vaswani is very unassuming and unassertive, but he is firm on what 
he considers as fundamentals,-for example, while with the Government of 
India, his boss once called him and suggested that he should wear trousers in 
the interest of discipline. Vaswani had no hesitation in immediately stating that 
he had worn the Khadi Kurta, Pyjama and Sherwani for years and it was a 
matter of principle with him and the boss was free to write to him officially. In 
any case, he would be willing to resign rather than adopt the suggestion. Of 
course the boss did not dare to write officially, and learnt to respect Vaswani, 
who is not a practical idealist, but a pure idealist, a staunch Gandhist and 
an uncompromising whole-hogger, made in the Gandhian mould and very 
gentle, meek-sometimes his meekness looks like weakness and his modesty 
and humility can be mistaken for diffidence, but join issue with him on a 
point of principle and you find he stands firm as a rock, strong as steel. He 
would not budge as inch, but he would not like to impose his will or his 
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views on you. You can take your time and wait until you see the Truth 
yourself, to be able to live it in your life. 

He is sometimes difficult in the matter of discipline; for he believes in 
self-discipline, \f any thing is imposed on him, even a good thing, the indi- 
vidual, the anarchist in him, rebels and resists, sometimes actively and openly, 
sometimes subtly or sub-consciously. At the college, his Professors, used to 
call him an anarchist. His favourite retort even then was that Gandhiji was also 
an anarchist, as he believed in ‘the withering away of the State” and in “that 
Government being the best which governs the least’ and in disobeying State 
laws, when they ran contrary to his conscience. 

Some of Vaswani’s co-workers think that he is not only simple, he is a 
simpleton-he believes and acts on the belief that everyone is good. \f you ask 
him, he has a ready retort: “Trust men and they will be true to you.” It is my 
invariable experience that if you put the most generous and charitable interpre- 
tation on even the wrong things done by your co-workers, they really raise their 
conduct and ways to your interpretation and expectation. Of course you can 
say that I am given to self-deception, I know it has been said that Gandhiji had 
an infinite capacity for self-deception. i shall prefer to be fooled and duped 
hundred times rather than be unfair or unjust even once to any individual by 
way of misreading his intent or action. You follow your bent of mind. I shall 
live by mine. I have rarely been cheated and further, God Knows best and 
always protects.” 

What can you say to a man like this-a young man, who though highly 
educated, prefers to live by sentiment and faith and not by reason and calcula- 
tion. 

Though not without a sense of humour and ever ready to laugh and ever 
with a smile and a kind word, Vaswani is a serious minded person; and takes 
his life and work seriously, perhaps too seriously-he is terribly in earnest about 
the Bharat Sevak Samaj and its great mission of Seva. This may not be good 
for him, but it is certainly good for the Samaj, for he is always at work early as 
well as late, in the office and at home. He thinks he has at last come as a whole- 
hogger to his life’s mission. A literary artist and thinker and with faith in the 
mission of B.S.S. Shri Vaswani may well be expected to turn the journal ‘Bharat 
Sevak’ into an effective instrument for enthusing the people, particularly the 
Youth and the Students, among whom he has worked long and with marked 
success, specially now that he would have the valuable contact of that old 
Ashramite of Gandhiji. - Shri R.N. Chaudhry. 


Courtesy: Who is Who in Bharat Sevak Samaj. (1955) 
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VASWANI, K.N. (PROF.) (191 1- ) 

Vaswani Khushiram Nebhraj, Educationist, Editor, Collected Works of 
Mahatma Gandhi, Author of over 30 Publications, Gandhian Social Worker, 
Vice-President, Vivekananda Kendra, An All India Service Mission, Founder- 
President, Sindhu Samaj, Delhi, & Director, Gandhi Society, Delhi, was born 
in Hyderabad Sind, on 19th May, 1911, the eldest child among ten, now only 
three sisters, Savitri, Mohini, Pushpa and one brother Moti, in the educated and 

-enlightened Amil Community, in a well-to-do family, his father Nebhraj, being 
a leading lawyer, with love and taste for literature and a refined and cultured, 
God-loving soul, from whom he inherited these in an abundant measure, as he 
did love of music from his mother Gulibai, who used to sing to him Krishna 
Lila songs. He also inherited from her, great love for the family, for great love 
was showered on him by her and by all as the first child, who therefore blossomed 
bright and grew into a very promising boy, devoted and disciplined, aspiring to 
be First, in everybody's affections, also in his academic career, cultural activities 
and sports. He studied well, debated well, sang well, played well both Cricket 
and Tennis in School and College, and was a member of the college Cricket 
Team. 

Khushiram, meaning ‘Gift of Rama' had, through the grace of Rama, not 
only a loving bringing up at home but also the love of his teachers, and co- 
students, among whom he made many life-long friends, for he was a well- 
behaved and bright boy, with a pride in the good name of the family and also 
his School and College. He was sensitive and idealistic, and both at School and 
College, he led strikes against Authorities, when they would be harsh and 
suppress the students. As a College Student in 1929-30 he led a strike against 
the Principal, who loved him and who then left the College, for he could not 
understand why the Principal objected to a patriotic Professor helping the 
Gandhian National Movement. He loved the Principal and respectfully told 
him, ‘Sir, you taught us to stand for Truth and fight for the Right’. 

Educated at Govt. High School and Darayam Gidumal National College, 
Hyderabad Sind, at D.J. Sind College and Law College, Karachi, and at Govt. 
Law College and University School of Economics and Sociology, Bombay, 
Vaswani had a brilliant academic career - First Rank in the Bombay University 
at M.A. in English Constitutional History and First Class marks in Politics and 
Economics (1934), Honours in Economics and First Rank in B.A. (1932), and 
Fellowship in the National College, and was due for his I.C.S, Examination, 
when thanks to his activities as a student leader, he was telegraphically 

prevented from sitting for it by the Govt. of Bombay. As Secretary, Youth 
League, he had organised and joined Prabhat Pheris (morning singing 
processions of youth) had composed national songs in Sindhi, sung them, made 
speeches for popularising Khadi and Swadeshi, hawked Khadi, and joined in 
flood relief work in Sind. His first Sindhi poems on ‘Love’ and ‘Beauty were 
published in 1928 and his first patriotic poem, in English "To Mother India. a 
Pledge” in 1932. 

Among the influences which moulded Vaswani at School wa 
God-loving Litterateur, Sufi poet and Theosophist. Lilaram Premchand who 
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was the Headmaster, and who loving Vaswani as his son, strengthened his 
idealism, which was brought to full bloom by the benign influence of the savant 
and sage Sadhu Vaswani, under whose spell Vaswani fell as a College student 
from 1928-29 onwards. Sadhu Vaswani, it was, who inspired and guided and 
moulded him, blessed him to blossom into a Brahmachari, Simple, pure and 
strong, firmly holding to his ideals, and under his inspiring influence it was that 
he grew into a thinker, a fine speaker, a gifted writer, and a devoted social 
worker, an educationist, author and editor of social service journals. Another 
pervasive influence on Vaswani, during his school and college days and later, 
was of Mahatma Gandhi specially his simplicity, austerity, his nobility and 
example of self-sacrifice and selfless service. He became a habitual Khadi 
wearer, Swadeshi user, every inch a nationalist, a pure patriot, while Sadhu 
Vaswani had inspired him to be simple, humble and devoted, ever ready to 
serve any good cause - selflessly, yet zealously. 

Despite his Law Degree from Bombay University (1936) Vaswani did 
not join his father in the lucrative laywer's profession, but preferred to become 
a Prof. at the D.G. National College (1937-46) to continue his work among 
students. He was Professor in Sind for 14 years (1934-48), the first 3 years 
(1934-37) at Women's College, Hyderabad Sind, which owed its inspiration to 
Dr. Karve of Womens University fame, and for the last 2 years (1946-48) at the 
Govt. College of Agriculture, Sakrand, Sind, as Professor and Head of 
Agricultural Economics Department. As Professor of Agricultural Economics, 
he organised in Karachi in 1946, the 7th all India Agricultural Economics 
Conference as its Local Secretary, Director. Sind Society of Agricultural 
Economics, he was Sind Representative, All India Agricultural Economics 
Society (Bombay). While Professor at the National College (1937-46), he 
continued as Hon. Prof. at Women's College and St. Mira College for Girls 
started by Sadhu Vaswani in 1939 in Hyderabad Sind and was the first Principal 
of St. Mira College for Girls, Poona, founded by Sadhu Vaswani in 1962. 

Prof. Vaswani founded Tagore Art Circle in Hyderabad Sind in 1941 
and translated and published Tagore's Poems in Sindhi; was Sind Representative, 
All India Akademi of Arts and Letters; Secretary, Sind Economic Society: 
Founder-President, Friends of India League during the Quit India Movement, 
and Secretary, New India Planning Group in Sind. 

A prolific writer, he issued in Sind the following 16 publications: on 
History(2), Politics(2), Economics(7), Literature(4) and in Sindhi(1). First came 
‘Glimpses of Ancient Glory’, a survey of civilizations in 300 pages in 1939, 
followed by ‘Marvels of Mohen Jo Daro'; his ‘Post-war Reconstruction’, 
‘Problems of Peace’. 'The Message of the Mahatma’, were a powerful plea for 
a Gandhian World Order (1943); ‘Economic Problems of Post-war Sind’, 
Economic Problems of Rural Sind’, ‘Agricultural Economic Conditions in Sind’, 
‘Rural surveys in India’, ‘Agricuitural Economics in India : Role of Ranade and 
Gandhi’ and 'Planning for India: A Plea for the Gandhian Plan’ (1945-47) clearly 
expounded his views as a Gandhian Economist, though he was Agricultural 
Economist to Sind Government. A Litterateur, he published (1946) in English, 
‘The Art of living’, inspiring Essays for youth; 'Leaves from Life's Book’, Poems: 
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‘Fragrant Fantasies’. Poltical Writings; and ‘the World of the Artist’ Kalakar Ji 
Dunya, including sketches, Essays Poems and Songs in Sindhi. 

After Partition, Vaswani left Sind, and on 26th January, 1948, joined as 
Senior Marketing Research Officer, Ministry of Agriculture, Govt. of India. He 
requested for being posted in a College, but finding no response, he left after 7 
years, in January, 1955, to become Editor, English Monthly, 'Bharat Sevak’, 
organ of All India Bharat Sevak Samaj, whose President was Jawaharlal Nehru. 
As Editor, he toured the country to familiarise himself with the Bharat Sevak 
Samaj activities in different Pradeshes, even as he had traversed all over the 
country thrice, to conduct marketing surveys for the Govt. and he wrote with 
fire and power, seeking to build up the Bharat Sevak Samaj movement all over 
the country, meeting constructive-minded workers everywhere. He published 
during this 2 years period, when he found himself in his element, as many as 7 
books including "Who is Who is Bharat Sevak Samaj’, Pen portraits of B.S.S. 
workers, highlighting the constructive, nation-building activities; 'Bharat 
Sevaks All’ sketches of great Bharat Sevaks including Jawaharlal, Sadhu 
Vaswani and Subash Bose, "The Story of a Simple Man - Sadhu Vaswani", 
"Glimpses of Gandhi and Gandhism’, Gandhian Thought and Literature’. 'We, 
The People of India’ and 'Whither Bharat: Sarvodya or Socialism", while 
during the 7 years with the Govt. of India, he had produced apart from market 
survey reports, only two books 'Price-spreads in Agricultural Marketing’ 
and 'Rural Prices in India’ due to redtapism of the routine Govt. rules. He had 
also pupblished in 1948 under a nom-de-plume, 'Prof. Kamal’. 'The Case for 
Exchange of Population’, having seen and experienced the travails of the 
Partition, and the unorganised Exchange of millions of population. As Founder- 
President, Sindhu Samaj, Delhi (1956-57), Vaswani organised the Movement 
for Recognition of Sindhi by the Sahitya Academy and in the Constitution of 
India; was, along with the famous Hindi Litterateur Vatsayan, a member of the 
Executive Committee of the First Asian Writers Conference in Delhi, a member 
of P.E.N., Delhi, President of Tagore Society, Delhi and organised the First All 
India Sindhi Conference in Delhi, where Dr. Radhakrishnan assured his support 
for Recognition of Sindhi in the Constitution, having already given it in the 
Sahitya Akademi, Vaswani also founded in Delhi a periodical 'Sindhu Samaj’, 
to be the mouth-piece of the Sindhi people in India and inaugurated it with a 
powerful poem "We, The Sindhi People", "A Plea for the Recognition of 
Sindhi Language in the Constitution and 'Sindhiyat' ", a stirring essay in Sindhi 
in 1958, to mobilise the Sindhi people for this purpose. He also instituted Sadhu 
Vaswani Prizes for services to Sindhi Literature, Culture and People, its first 
recipient, being Tirath Basant, the Sindhi Litterateur, its second recipient in 
1959, being Hundraj 'Dukhayal', poet singer of the Sarvodaya Movement. 

Vaswani had become a member of Sarvodaya Samaj, and visited Wardha, 
at the inception of Vinoba's Movement of Bhoodan, Gramdan and Shramdan. 
He attended the All India Sarvodaya Sammelan in Kaladi (Kerala) and again at 
Ajmer to study the movement and meet Vinoba Bhave and exchange thoughts 
with prominent workers including Dada Dharmadhikari. He was able to see 
that the movement had lost its fire and momentum. Vinoba at Kaladi, dissolved 
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all the Bhoodan Samitis due to complaints about their working. Vaswani returned 
to Delhi and at the suggestion of Shri Jairamdas Doulatram, the Chief Editor, 
became Editor, Collected Works of Mahatma Gandhi, for 14 years (1957-71), 
with Prof. K. Swaminathan, as Chief Editor after Shri Jairamdas. In touch with 
Shri Sevakram, General Secretary, Lala Lajpatrai's Servants of People Society, 
he edited as a labour of love 'Lajpat Bhavan Journal’, Monthly organ of the 
Branch, he also edited their Souvenir during the Emergency in 1976. As 
Director, Gandhi Society, Delhi, he published in 1971 his book ''Glimpses 
of the Great: Mahatma Gandhi and Sadhu Vaswani". He had published 
in 1969, dedicated to Gandhi, Tagore and Sadhu Vaswani, a book 
"Pushpanjali", Fiower offerings of Collections from his Sindhi writings, in 
three parts -'Gandhi', - Message of the Mahatma, -'Tagore Darshan’ - 
‘Vision of Tagore’, and 'Sindhiyat Jo Sud’, ‘The Call of Sindhi Culture’. 

Retiring as Editor of the Collected Works of Mahatma Gandhi in 1971, 
at 60, he gladly went to Kanyakumari at the invitation of Shri Eknath Ranade, 
then General Secretary, now President, Vivekananda Rock Memorial and 
Vivekananda Kendra, to preside on the 3rd day at the | st anniversary celebrations 
of the inauguration of the Rock Memorial in August 1971, and has become 
closely associated with them as Vice-President, Vivekananda Kendra, from 
1971 onwards, as Editor, ‘Yuva Bharati’, their English Monthly Journal (1973- 
75), as President, Vivekananda Kendra (1976-78), and continues to-date as 
Vice-President, Vivekananda Kendra, an All India Service Mission which is 
engaged in Training Youth, youngmen and women as life-workers for social 
service and national reconstruction. Prof. Vaswani mingles with these youth, 
lives with them, training them, learning from them and loving them. He writes 
for ‘Vivekananda Kendra Patrika', their six-monthly journal, 'Brahmavadin' 
their Quarterly, and often for the monthly 'Sarvodaya' and other Gandhian and 
Sadhu Vaswani Journals. 

Among his recent Publications are ‘Relevance of Gandhian Economics 
Today’, (Khadi and Village Industries Commission, Bombay); 'The Master and 
the Disciple: Sadhu Vaswani and Dada J.P. Vaswani' and ‘Swami Vivekananda 
and Sadhu Vaswani the first by Mira Publications, Poona; "Swami Vivekananda 
and Mahatma Gandhi' by Kumar Publications, Kanyakumari; '/ndian 
Renaissance; Its Apostles - Swami Vivekananda, Mahatma Gandhi and Sadhu 
Vaswani and ‘Humanity at the Cross Roads: Capitalism, C ommunism, Socialism 
or Sarvodaya', issued by Sarvodaya, Trichur, Kerala. He edited the Memorial 
Volume 'Sucheta; An Unfinished Autobiography’ (1978), for Dada Kripalani 
with whom he is in close touch and wrote in '/ndian Review’, Madras 'Awakening’, 
English Monthly organ of Lok Sevak Sangha, Delhi and in 'Gandhi Vigyan’, 
Quarterly of Academy of Gandhian Studies, Hyderabad, on ‘Acharya J.B. 
Kripalani: Rebel Disciple, Interpreter, Fighter with a Faith' and on 'Wit, Wisdom 
and Humour of Gandhi’. 

Vaswani writes in both, scholarly style of a Professor and a Research 
worker and the popular style of an educationist. He writes in the first when h 
writes for learned Journals like Journal of Indian History’. as he did his ‘Marvel 
of Mohen Jo Daro', for it, and for Journal of Indian Society of Agricultura 
Economics’, Bombay, which has published his papers like 'Rural Surveys i 
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India’, "Rural Prices in India’, etc. which have later been issued in book form. 
He however prefers to write in a readable popular style to reach a larger circle 
and on topics of common interest. He has written thus for 'Modern Review’, 
Calcutta; ‘Hindustan Review’, Patna; 'Indian Review’, Madras; 'Social Welfare’, 
Delhi; the literary journal, 'Triveni'; 'Rural India, Bombay; 'Mira, Poona’ 
‘Gandhian Thought’, Delhi 'Khadi Gramodyoga', Bombay; etc. 

Professor for 14 years (1934-48), Principal in Poona (1962); Editor, 
Collected Works of Mahatma Gandhi for 14 years (1957-71), Delhi; also in 
Delhi; Editor, ‘Bharat Sevak' (1955-56), Lajpat Bhavan Journal’ (1968-71) and 
Editor 'Yuva Bharati (1973-75), Madras; Member, All India Newspaper Editors 
Conference, Indian Conference of Social Work, Indian Council of World A ffairs, 
Gandhian Economist, and Member, Gandhi Smarak Nidhi, Sub-Committee on 
Planning, Vaswani has been more a student and seeker and a social worker, 
than anything else, an educationist, Gandhian thinker, writer, speaker and author. 
He has sought to imbibe the message of Sadhu Vaswani, Gandhi, Vinoba and 
Vivekananda: ‘Seek and Serve’. The old fire is still alive in 
Vaswani and is fanned into flame sometimes. He telegraphed his Protest against 
the imposition of Emergency to the President along with Justice Tarkunde, Sri 
Sevakram and others of Lok Sevak Sangh, Delhi. Among the founder-members 
of Lok Sevak Sangh, of Gandhiji's concept according to his last will and 
testament, a purely non-power seeking and non-party organisation, he offered 
Satyagraha in the form of a fast at Rajghat, Delhi, on Sth August 1979 to protest 
against the immoral practice of political defections, so disruptive of moral values 
and a deadly poison for any decent political or other life. He continues to plough 
his lonely furrow as Director, Gandhi Society, Delhi. Visiting 

Vaswani at Vivekanandapuram, Kanyakumari, you will find greeting you 
Gandhi's words: "Gandhism is not a matter of Research, it is a matter of living", 
and he would repeat to you his favourite mantra given to him, by Sadhu Vaswani, 
"Love is the Light of Life, my Child! Kindle the Light!” to which he has now 
added one of Vivekananda : "Remember, my Child, love will win the victory, 
Do you love your contrymen", "Love is Service”, say all these: Vivekananda, 
Gandhi and Sadhu Vaswani. And so Vaswani continues with the Vivekananda 
Kendra, which is a spiritually oriented Service Mission and seeks to imbue its 
life-workers with the ideal of love on their path of selfless service. 

("Who is Who of Indian Writers", Sahitya 

Akademi, New Delhi; "Times of India Year Book"; "Famous India" (1979); 

"Who is Who in Bharat Sevak Samaj", Bharat Sevak Samaj, Connaught Place, 

New Delhi; Volumes of 'Bharat Sevak', English Monthly (1955-56); Volumes 

of 'Mira' (1962-1966); 'The Master and the Disciple' (1979), Mira Publicatins, 

Poona: 'Yuva Bharati’, English Monthly (1977); Vivekananda Kendra Samachar 

(1977); Information collected from Prof. K.N. Vaswani's Books specially his 

Autobiographical writings: "How great Gandhi influenced my little life in 

"Glimpses of Gandhi and Gandhism (1956)' and "At the feet of Sadhu Vaswani 

in 'Glimpses of the Great: Mahatma Gandhi and Sadhu Vaswani' (1971) 

Courtesy : Manuscript for ‘Dictionary of National Biography’, Calcutta, 
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A CRITICAL OPINION ON "WE, THE SINDHI PEOPLE' AND 
OTHER BOOKS 
Dear Vaswaniji, 

You let me see your book "We, the Sindhi People" with the request 
that I give you my frank opinion on it as a friend. Here is it. 

Your book is a mixed bag, with a dedication to lovers of Sindhi and 
Sindhiyat - Saints like Sadhu Vaswani and J.P. Vaswani in whom shines the 
Eternal light of Sindhi Culture; tributes to patriotic sons of Sind like Dr. 
Choithram Gidwani and Hemu Kalani, Bhagatsing of Sind, and Bhagwanti 
Nawani, Nightingale of Sind, all richly expressing the spirit of Sindhi 
Culture, now under challenge, struggling to survive, yet unconquerable, 
triumphant among trials and tribulations, such is your faith and of others. 
"We shall overcome" with our firm fidelity and God's Grace, as in the case 
of our Folk-tale heroine Maruce in Shah's Poetry. 

An assorted compendium indeed is your book "We, The Sindhi 
People", including a Drama on Dowry, a story on Quit India Movement, an 
Essay on 'Sindhiyat'. Research Articles on Mohenjo Daro and early 
Pioneering efforts for Recognition of Sindhi, Book Reviews including on 
Kalyan Advani's 'Shah Jo Risaalo', Portraits of a Child, a mother, a 
modern Sindhi Girl and Boy, even a common Vegetable Seller; and Sindhi 
Songs and Poems including "Gandhi Jayanti", Tagore Shraddhanjali", on 
"Bharat Mata", on "Love"; "Beauty", "Truth", on "Death", Dance and Music. 

You have done well to include Poems on Pains of Partition by Poets 
in Hind and Sind, including Narayan Shyam and Shaikh Ayaz. 
Compliments to you on your inclusion of valuable material on "Sindhi 
Revival", which I wish you would have covered more comprehensively and 
brought uptodate. Sadhu Vaswani on "Soul of Sindhi Literature" was a 
delight to read, as also Kalyan Advani. It was nice to note that every page 
in this book bears a beautiful thought for the edification of the Reader. 

Your book is however unconventional in its get-up and printing, 
rather crowded and congested somewhat like Gandhiji's 'Young India’, 
without large empty spaces, as is the customary practice now-a-days, in 
books published these days, and a lacuna is the absence of an Index though 
there is a comprehensive contents. It is also priced rather high. May be 
you have wished it to be used as a Prize Book and a Gift Book. Despite 
these defects, | am glad to join in your wish and Prayer that it will be good 
for the younger generation specially and the Sindhi People in general, 
through it, to be imbued with the spirit of Sindhi Culture, to feel a touch of 
pride in it, and have necessary faith in its survival, which is a good and 
great objective and an urgent need to-day. 

Let us pray this your objective will be fulfilled to some extent by 
God's Grace. Jeeye Sindhi, Jai Sindhi! 


Yours cordially, 


Kamal Nain 
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OTHER BOOKS by the Author 

The Art of Living: "A Welcome Publication, by a Youth for the Youth, 
intended to stimulate the mind of our Youth, the young writer reveals a 
mind which is sensitive to moral ideals and life's higher aspirations" - 

Swami Ranganathananda, Karachi. 
PLANNING FOR A NEW INDIA: "Lucidly written & Timely" 

Shri Jairamdas Doulatram. 
BHARAT SEVAKS ALL: "Suggestive and inspiring" - Sadhu Vaswani 
SOCIALISM FOR INDIA: "Brilliant, provides food for thought to those 
engaged in planning for India" - The Karachi Daily. 
GLIMPSES OF ANCIENT GLORY (ESSAYS IN WORLD HISTORY): 
"Essential to students of History - Readable" - The Hindu, Madras. 
"Interesting and Useful" - The Hindustan Review, Patna. 
"A Book of vital and absorbing interest" - Thee Indian Review, Madras. 

POST-WAR RECONSTRUCTION 
ECONOMIC PROBLEMS OF POST WAR SIND 
PROBLEMS OF PEACE 
THE MESSAGE OF THE MAHATMA 

"Who said that Sind lacks talent? 

Prof. Vaswani's books reflect the sparkling idealism of a Young 
Professor, whose creative spirit has refused to be stifled by the atmosphere 
of cynicism and academic aloofness that usually prevails in our educational 
institutions. Prof. Vaswani has been coming out, time and again, with new 
books in which he weaves his visions, "Post-War Reconstruction" 
unfolds his plans for a better and more just Society. 

In "Economic Problems of Post-War Sind," Prof. Vaswani faces 
the problems of his own province, and has suggested remedies which are 
practicable even under the present frame-work of Provincial Govt. 

"Problems of Peace" pursues his quest for a peaceful fraternity of all 
human beings. This leads him to Gandhiji's feet. "The Message of the 
Mahatma" is a tribute to the great Mahatma. 

All the four books are printed on hand-made paper and moderately 
priced" 

-The Daily Gazette,Karachi 
"Prof. Vaswani deserves our utmost thanks. He has touched upon 
Problems which will come up and face us grimly much earlier than many 
imagine. His suggestions are valuable. ; 
-Shri Jamshed Nusserwanjee 


Post-War Reconstruction 


"A Useful Study" -The Modern Review 
"Highly Provocative and thoughtful.” -The Sind Observer 
"Of Vital Value...inspiring -Human Affairs 
"Welcome for the valuable Contents" -The Forum, Bombay 


"Learned & Constructive” -The Orient, Calcutta 
"Very sad, very bad, altogether mad" = -Universiry Journal, Bombay 


"Unexceptionable...will find favour with the readers" 
-Bharat Jyoti, Bombay 


"A Valuable Contribution on Post-War Reconstruction and Planning" 
-The Kashmir Times 


2nd Edition Issued by the Hamara Hindustan Publications, Bombay 
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A Writer's Realistic, Regretful Farewell 
FAREWELL* 

This Book has come to an end 

Still many leaves remain blank 

Incomplete experiences 

Unexpressed emotions 

have wandered in the w.lderness 

for years together 

In the battle of Life, winning or losing, 

Ultimately all, reach the inevitable End 

On Life's road, may be no flowers or Greenery 

no trees, no shade 

Along Life's dust-laden thorny path 

We all must walk, however weary to the dead End 

Sandal sticks and pure Gih 

Every one will not be lucky enough to get 

Printed books, still unprinted manuscripts, 

Heaps of copies of unsold books 

Wili be more than enough to provide the fire 

for the last rites of the poor writers 

of the prospering rich Community. 

Farewell ! Alas ! Farewell ! 


*Translated by Prof. K.N. Vaswani from the original in Sindhi (KHATRAAG P.95) by Harikant 
Sahitya Academy Award Winner, this poem being his last Farewell composition 


Author's Farewell 

O Sindhi! Bharatvasi! Visvavasi! 

Be Grateful, Be Proud, a Learner, a Giver 

an Inheritor, a Citizen of the World! 

Be Grateful for you are luckily an heir to the most ancient 

Civilization and Culture of Mohen-Jo-Daro 

Feel Blessed and Be proud that you are a Child of Sind 

which gave its name to Hind 

That you have sacrificed the most, your hearth and Home, the whole of Sind 
in the noble cause of Freedom of Bharat! 

That you have been blessed to be an Inheritor of the Best in Bharatiya Culture, 
the Culture of the Rishis and Sages, whose light shone bright in the Life of 
Sadhu Vaswani and other great Sons of Sind 

and now shires in the life of J.P. Vaswani and others : 

and whose Message of Unity in Diversity, of the One in All and All in One 
Was sung by our Poets, Shah, Sachal and Sami, Bewas and others in the past, 
and is treasured as a precious Heritage even now by Ayaz and others in Sind 
and by Narayan Shyam, Dukhayal, Dilgir, Zia, Wafa, Khadim, Goverdhan 
Bharati and others in Bharat, our Matra Bhoomi. 
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THANKS, ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS, APOLOGIES, HOPES AND 
PRAYERS 

Not a leaf moves, but at His Will,' Gandhiji has said. And Gita and Gurwvani 
teach that He alone is the Doer, and we are only instruments in His Divine Hands. 
‘Karan, Karavan har Swami’?. He alone does and inspires us to do and lets us do. 
‘Aun ka pan vahini' - Do I have any existence or significance apart from Him! has 
sung our Poet Shah and also others. Grateful thanks are due to the Lord, that he has 
let you accomplish the task of doing this book -"We, the Sindhi People", in the 
Golden Jubilee year of India's Independence - specially when you are in the 87th 
year of your life, which may be your last, as for the great Sadhu Vaswani or the 
saintly Mother Teresa. 

However imperfectly, incompletely or incompetently, you may have done 
the task-others will hopefully improve on it, and thanks to them. And for the present 
thanks to many who co-operated with you now, and without whose good will and 
co-operation, you will not have been able to do, what little you have been able to 
do. Among them are those who appreciated the idea of the book, members of the 
Sindhi Academy, Delhi, including Shri K.R. Malkani, the Vice-chairman, Dr. 
Motilal Jotwani, the secretary, Shri Hiro Thakur, Dr. Jetley, Sister Veena Shringi, 
who, gifted writers themselves, are members of our literary committee, and helped 
in several ways and also Shri Heman Motwani, always ready to give full co- 
Operation in the production of our books, and from our well wishers, a writer 
himself, Shri Ratan Isran’ who helped considerably in the production of the book 
through the Photo Offse Printers, even as did my dear friend Shri R.N. Dhawan 
and Mrs. Pravesh Dhawan, through their Business and Telecom Centre, where 
laser Typesetting was. one. A special word of thanks to Shri Dhasmana, my 
friend and colleague in the Collected Works of Mahatma Gandhi for his valuable 
suggestions to make the book more presentable in its get up, and imparting a touch 
of art, specially to the preliminary pages. 

Thanks are due to Sindhi Academy, Delhi, for partial financial assistance; 
and to Sindhu Samaj, Delhi, and its President Shri Vanjani, also a member of the 
Sindhi Academy, Publishers of the book and its distributors. 

Acknowledgements are due to many journals in Sindhi and in English, 
books which first published the contributions collected here, in the original in 
Sindhi and in translation in English, Hindi etc. Among them may be mentioned 
the prestigeous Literary Periodical 'The Sindhu’ which published many of my 
writings including the Drama on Dowry, included, in this book, ‘Bharat Jeevan’ 
who dared to publish in 1943, the banned story ‘Adhoori Kahani’ on Gandhi's Quit 
India movement, which printed in the 'Phuleli’, Dayaram Gidamel National College 
Magazine, which had published many of my contributions, plays, poems, essays, 
translations from Tagore's 'Gitanjali, was in 1942, due to the fear of the Martial 
Law in Sind, torn off at the last minute. This is now included in this book, in its 
English translation. 

Thanks and acknowledgements are due from me to Phuleli, who also 
published my very first story ‘Whose is the crime of poverty in 1928 and also my 
very first song on ‘Love’, in my article on ‘Love’. Both of these are included in 
English in the book, as is included my very first poem in English "A the feet of 
Bharat Mata : Mother" which was published in 1932, in the D.J. Sind College 
Magazine, for which acknowledgements are due to them. Acknowledgements are 
due for many contributions included here to the following, journals, which I was 
privileged to edit — ‘Bharat Sevak', Delhi (1955-56), English Monthly Organ, of 

i: 'Laj urnal', Delhi (1968-71) English 
all India Bharat Sevak Samaj; 'Lajpat Bhavan Jo , D ; : 
Monthly Organ of Lala Lajpatrai's Servants of People Society, and 'Yuva hte 
Madras (1973-75) English Monthly Organ of Vivekananda Rock Memorial an 
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Vivekananda Kendra, Kanyakumari. 

Acknowledgements are due to the "Journal of Indian History’, Bombay, 
and to the well known ‘Modern Review’ Calcutta, who earlier published the 
contribution 'The Marvels of Mohen Jo Daro’, included here. 

Acknowledgements are due to ‘Gandhi Vigyan', Journal of Gandhi 
Academy, Hyderabad, for their first publishing the contribution on Acharya 
Kripalani, to the ‘Times of India’, Delhi, for publishing in English the Contribution 
'We, the Sindhi People,' to the 'Organiser' for publishing it in a beautiful Hindi 
translation in their Special Number on the Sindhi People. 

Acknowledgements are due to the Indian Institute of Historical Research, 
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I humbly launch this leaky, shaky boat in the ever-growing stream of our 
Literature, with the prayer that Lal Saeen Jhule Lal, will bless, its reaching those, 
who can derive some joyand satisfaction from it, presenting as it does to some 
extent, the Sindhi Contribution in Life, Literature and Culture. / have great Faith 
and Hope that 'We, the Sindhi People will survive as in the past by dint of our 
Determination and by God's Grace. Jeeye Sindhi! Jai Sindhi! 
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State of the Nation in the Golden Jubilee Year 
as a Gandhian glances at it 
(Excerpts from a Documentary Film) 

Question by Kumari Veena Shringi: Prof Vaswani! What do you think about 
the State of the Nation today and what about the future? 

Answer: "The nation today is going through a dark period of degeneration, 
depression, distress and dejection, curruption in all fields of life and Defections 
in Politics. The reason is that we have forgotten the Message of Mahatma 
Gandhi, betrayed the Ideals and values of our sages, which he had made alive, 
by seeking to live them himself and inspiring the Indian people to try to live 
them, following his shining living example. 

But I have faith that these dark clouds over the Indian sky and our 
national life, will disperse and once again the sun of our ancient Ideals and 
Values will-shine bright , for there are the organisations like Shri Ramkrishna 
Mission, Vivekananda Kendra, Sri Aurobindo Ashram, Satya Sai Baba's 
Organisation, Sadhu Vaswani Mission and others, who are keeping alive the 
message of the Ideals and Cultural values of our ancient Rishis, the Message of 
Purity, Nobility, Simplicity, Selfless Service and Sacrifice, and ultimately, 
this will prevail in India, with its Spiritual Roots, overcoming the current craze 
of materialism. 

The Message of Gandhi:'Love and Serve!’ the Message of Sadhu 
Vaswani "The Wisdom of the Ages, the Message of the Sages, is in one word : 
Love!’ These will prevail with the People of India, in this sacred soil of India, 
where they still repeat Swami Vivekananda's prayer: 

"We are children of Immortality! 

We are born in this World, to do Thy Work! 

Selfless Service of the Distressed and the Down-trodden 

Let this, O Lord! be our worship of Thee" 

I have firm Faith that 'We shall overcome’ despite the prevailing Darkness 
and the encircling gloom.’ Faith Transcends Reason' has said Gandhi. 


Gandhi's message is to live an Ideal Life 
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GANDHI SOCIETY, DELHI 
Director Phone:6437502 
Prof. K.N. Vaswani A704, KaveriApartments, 
Alaknanda, 
New Delhi-110019 
Aims and Objects 
Į: To bring together those who believe in the Gandhian way of 'change 


of heart' as the method for transformation of Society and who are 
seeking and striving to experiment with the Gandhian Way in their 
own individua! lives. 

2 To seek to study the Gandhian way through the study of Gandhian 
and Vinoba literature and through exchange cf experiences of those 
seeking to live the Gandhian and Vinoba way. 

js To seek to interpret Gandhian thought and to strive to explain and 
present to the people the Gandhian and Vinoba points of view in 
relation to current problems in Bharat and the world. 

4. To publish Gandhian and Vinoba literature and thought with special 
reference to their bearing on the problems before the Bharatiya 
Nationand before Humanity. 


Publications 
The Message of the Mahatma. 
Post-War Reconstruction: A plea for Non-violent World Order 
Problems of Peace: The Gandhian Solution 
Planning for a New India-A Plea for the Gandhian Plan 
Glimpses of Gandhi and Gandhism 
Gandhian Thought and Literature 
Sarvodaya or Socialism? 
Glimpses of the Great : Gandhi-Vinoba-Sadhu Vaswani 
Relevance of Gandhi To-day 
0. Tolstoy and Gandhi 
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